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PREFACE 

TO  THE 

SCOTISH  MINSTREL. 


In  presenting  the  Scotish  Minstrel  to  the  Public,  we  trust  that  we  have 
amply  fulfilled  the  engagements  into  which  we  entered  in  the  Prospectus,— -not 
only  by  the  careful  selection  of  the  Airs,  but  also  by  the  addition  of  Accompani- 
ments for  the  Piano-Forte,  composed  expressly  for  the  work,  and  in  a  style  which, 
it  is  hoped,  will  be  found  to  support  the  voice  without  overwhelming  it.  As  this 
improvement  formed  no  part  of  our  original  plan,  the  Lovers  of  Scotish  Song 
must  be  satisfied  of  our  anxious  desire  to  render  it  as  generally  acceptable  as 
possible.  With  regard  to  the  Music  and  Poetry,  we  can  truly  say  that  it  is 
national,  as  we  have  scrupulously  avoided  the  insertion  of  any  airs  or  verses,  how- 
ever beautiful,  that  are  not  of  Scotish  origin. 

The  Scots  have  been  often  accused  of  claiming  the  Irish  music  as  their  own, 
and  though  we  wish  to  act  fairly  by  them,  we  cannot  but  doubt  the  exclusive 
right  which,  in  many  instances,  has  been  asserted  in  favour  of  the  sister  country. 
Burns  says,  "  The  wandering  minstrels,  harpers,  and  pipers,  used  to  go  fre- 
quently errant  through  the  wilds  of  Scotland  and  Ireland,  and  so  some  favourite 
airs  might  be  common  to  both."  From  this  intercourse,  the  itinerant  minstrels 
of  either  country  might  widely  disseminate  their  tunes,  and  each  nation  might 
gradually  mould  them  to  its  own  peculiar  character.  Of  this  many  instances,  we 
think,  may  be  traced.  The  air  adapted  in  this  collection  to  Burns'  song,  "  The 
gloomy  night  is  gathering  fast?  which  we  carefully  noted  from  the  singing  of  an 
aged  Highland  woman  several  years  ago,  is  very  like,  in  the  second  strain,  to  a 
well-known  Irish  tune.  If  it  be  of  Irish  origin,  the  Highlanders  have  altered  it 
to  their  own  scale,  which  gives  it  quite  a  Scotish  character ;  but  may  not  the 
Irish  have  taken  the  same  liberty  ?  The  similarity  of  "  /  lo'ed  ne'er  a  laddie  but 
ane?  to  the  air,  claimed  by  the  Irish,  "  My  lodging  is  on  the  cold  ground?  is  also 
very  striking ;  yet  this  air  has  long  been  considered  in  Scotland  to  be  of  native 
growth.  The  air  adapted  to  "  Lord  Ronald  came  to  his  lady's  bower?  which  has 
never,  that  we  are  aware  of,  been  committed  to  writing  till  now,  and  which  ap- 
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pears  to  be  formed  from  the  same  materials,  has  been  from  time  immemorial 
known  among  our  peasantry;  and  "  The  widow's  waiV  seems  to  have  been  con- 
structed from  it.  The  curious  in  these  matters  may  amuse  themselves  with  tracing 
several  others,  in  which  the  ground-work  will  be  found  the  same,  while  the  super- 
structure varies  in  its  features  according  to  the  distinguishing  characteristics  of 
the  two  countries.  We  think,  therefore,  that  this  point  can  never  be  satisfactorily 
determined ;  and  if  we  have  inserted  any  disputed  airs,  we  must  just  make  our 
apology  in  the  words  of  an  old  song,  and  say, 

"  Ireland  is  a  fine  countrie, 
And  the  Scots  to  them  are  kin." 

Besides  the  songs  familiar  to  every  Caledonian,  many  hitherto  unpublished  will 
be  found  in  this  collection,*  which,  we  doubt  not,  will  be  highly  relished  by 
those  who  prefer  the  simple  "  breathings  of  nature"  to  the  laboured  combina- 
tions of  art.  Not  a  few  of  these  wild  flowers  have  been  gathered  from  the  peasantry 
of  our  country.  Several  of  them,  from  their  extreme  simplicity,  and  the  scale 
from  which  they  are  framed,  must  satisfy  every  one  acquainted  with  the  charac- 
teristics of  Scottish  music,  that  they  are  the  compositions  of  minstrels  of  a  remote 
age.  Many  of  the  Jacobite  songs  and  airs  were  taken  from  the  withered  lips 
of  auld  temmers  and  carles,  whase  bluid  yet  warms  at  the  remembrance  of  Prince 
Charlie.-f 

According  to  the  plan  of  this  work,  several  airs  have  been  arranged  to  the 
simple  stanzas  of  olden  time,  in  preference  to  the  more  polished  verse  of  modern 
days ;  for  this  we  need  make  no  apology  to  him  who  feels  that 

"  Each  simple  air  his  mother  sung 
Placed  on  her  knee,  when  helpless  young, 
Still  vibrates  on  his  ear !" 


*  For  many  very  important  contributions  of  this  kind,  we  have  been  indebted  to  several 
correspondents,  who  have  sent  us  their  offerings  with  no  restriction,  but  that  their  names  should 
be  concealed. 

t  Our  obligations  have  been  particularly  great,  in  this  way,  to  old  Alister  M'Alpine,  an 
eccentric,  but  worthy  character,  well  known  in  the  "  west  countrie ;"  who  sings  snatches  of 
these  Jacobite  relics,  when  they  happen  to  burst  on  his  fast-decaying  memory,  with  a  degree  of 
enthusiasm  which  we  scarcely  remember  to  have  seen  equalled.  It  is  much  to  be  regretted,  that 
some  person  had  not  committed  his  songs  to  writing  before  the  encroachments  of  time  had  so 
far  impaired  his  recollection  ;  we  feel  happy,  however,  in  having  been  the  means  of  preserving 
from  unmerited  oblivion  what  yet  remains,  as  in  a  few  short  years,  in  all  human  probability, 
they  would  have  no  longer  been  in  existence. 
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But,  besides  our  predilection  for  old  rhymes,  we  fear  our  good  taste  will  be  called 
in  question,  for  admitting  so  many  lilts  and  rants  into  the  collection ;  and  some 
may  even  reckon  them  silly,  and  perhaps  vulgar.  We  appeal,  however,  to  all  true 
Scotish  hearts,  if  these  ditties,  with  all  their  defects,  have  not  a  nameless  charm, 
an  undefinable  attraction,  associated,  as  they  often  are,  with  our  earliest  and 
fondest  recollections,  and 

"  Intwined  with  every  tender  tie, 
Memorials  dear  of  youth  and  infancy." 

Some  beautiful  verses,  from  Leyden,  Fergusson,  Tannahill,  Gall,  the  Ettrick 
Shepherd,  &c.  will  be  found  in  these  volumes,  which  were  never  before  united  to 
music  ;  and  many  of  the  best  songs  of  Burns,  and  other  well-known  lyric  poets, 
adorn  their  pages. 

It  may  appear  extraordinary  to  some  of  the  unqualified  admirers  of  Burns, 
that  we  should  exclude  any  of  his  standard  songs  from  this  collection.  In  some 
instances,  this  has  arisen  from  accidental  circumstances  not  worth  explaining,  and  in 
others,  from  design  ;  for  though  we  deeply  feel  his  beauties,  and  exult  in  him  as  a 
countryman,  yet  we  have  made  it  an  invariable  rule  to  prefer  dulness  to  wit,  if  it 
bordered  on  profanity,  and  doggerel  rhyme  to  all  the  witchery  of  poesy,  when  the 
bard  could  not  u  claim  the  palm  for  purity  of  song."  A  wise  philanthropist  has 
said,  "  Let  who  will  make  the  laws,  but  let  me  make  the  ballads."  Convinced  of 
the  force  of  this  remark,  and  of  the  influence,  good  or  evil,  which  the  union  of 
poetry  and  music  must  have,  we  have  been  most  anxious  to  preserve  our  pages 
unsullied  by  any  thing  likely  to  offend  against  delicacy  or  decorum.  As  the  hours 
of  recreation  are  the  most  critical  for  morals,  it  is  of  the  utmost  importance  that 
virtuous  feelings  be  excited  in  the  mind  by  those  exercises  of  which  that  recreation 
consists.  When  disengaged  from  the  active  pursuits  of  business,  and  during  the 
hours  of  relaxation  and  festivity,  no  higher  virtues  can  be  brought  before  our 
view  than  those  of  friendship,  love,  patriotism,  hospitality,  and  good  humour ; 
in  no  form  can  they  be  introduced  more  acceptably  than  in  that  of  song ;  and 
they  never  appear  more  delightful,  than  when  chanted  to  such  artless  and  simple 
music  as  awakens  the  feelings  and  penetrates  at  once  to  the  heart. 

That  these  untutored  effusions,  which  come  more  immediately  under  the  deno- 
mination of  National  Melody,  possess,  in  an  eminent  degree,  the  power  of  making 
deep  and  powerful  impressions,  none  we  believe  will  have  the  hardihood  to  deny  ; 
however  little  they  may  be  relished  by  persons  destitute  of  musical  feeling  on  the 
one  hand,  or  on  the  other  by  those  who,  lost  in  the  labyrinths  of  musical  science, 
can  derive  gratification  only  from  suspensions,  fugues,  and  other  mechanical  con- 
trivances— the  dry  and  elaborate  pedantries  of  art.    To  the  first  description  of 
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persons  we  shall  make  no  reply ;  but  to  those  who  affect  to  despise  these  artless 
strains  on  account  of  their  extreme  simplicity,  we  do  not  hesitate  to  give  it  as  our 
opinion,  that,  while  many  of  the  laboured  productions  of  art  shall  gradually  be 
growing  antiquated,  and  at  length  be  lost  in  the  shifting  revolutions  of  fashion,— 
so  long  as  human  passions  and  human  feelings  remain  the  same,  the  simple  effu- 
sions of  nature  will  be  fondly  cherished  and  listened  to  with  rapture. 

We  beg,  however,  not  to  be  misunderstood  on  this  subject,  as  none  can  have 
a  greater  relish  than  ourselves  for  many  of  the  beautiful  compositions  of  classical 
composers ;  and  none,  we  presume,  have  received  higher  gratification  from  those 
charming  specimens  of  melody,  united  to  the  most  exquisite  and  powerful  har- 
mony, that  have  been  given  to  the  world  by  a  Haydn,  a  Mozart,  and  a  Beethoven. 
We  only  desire  to  advocate  the  cause  of  simplicity  and  nature,  particularly  in 
music  united  to  poetry ;  for  we  are  perfectly  aware,  that  the  human  voice  is  won- 
derfully supported  by  a  chaste  instrumental  accompaniment,  and  that  when  good 
harmony  is  attached  to  pleasing  melody,  the  effect  is  truly  enchanting. 

The  opinion,  that  our  melodies  are  more  indebted  to  the  feelings  of  nature 
than  the  exertions  of  art  for  their  existence,  appears,  we  think,  to  be  founded  on 
just  grounds.  Music  and  song  are  natural  to  mankind— they  have  one  common 
origin— both  of  them  proceed  from  the  native  sympathies  and  susceptibilities  of 
the  heart ;  and  according  a?  the  heart  is  affected  with  joy  or  sorrow,  they  will  be 
gay  and  sprightly  in  the  one  case,  or  sad  and  plaintive  in  the  other,  and  will 
express  all  those  varieties  of  emotion  with  which  the  mind  may  be  affected  by  the 
prosperities  and  adversities  of  life. 

The  primary  scale  of  music  has  been  ever  the  same  throughout  the  habitable 
globe  ;  and  although  the  music  of  each  country  might  possess  a  character  peculiar 
to  itself,  varying  according  to  the  different  manners  and  dispositions  of  its  inhabi- 
tants, yet  its  general  features  must  be  nearly  the  same ;  and  it  is  only  when  so- 
ciety has  attained  some  degree  uf  refinement,  and  music  has  assumed  somewhat  of 
the  character  of  a  science,  that  those  more  artificial  modes  of  composition  can  find 
place.  Thus  it  is  very  evident,  that  the  fourth  and  seventh  in  the  major  mode, 
and  the  second  and  sixth  in  the  minor  mode,  were  not  introduced  until  music 
came  to  be  cultivated  as  a  science ;  and  the  flat  seventh  in  the  major  mode,  which 
gives  such  a  tender  and  impassioned  expression  to  so  many  of  our  melodies, 
although  now  in  some  measure  ancient,  was  certainly  not  to  be  found  in  the 
music  of  very  remote  ages. 

For  the  amusement  of  those  who  may  be  curious  to  trace  the  antiquity  of  our 
sirs,  we  shall  subjoin  a  few  observations  and  quotations.— A  late  writer  on 
Scotish  music  remarks,  that  "  The  excellence  and  sweetness  of  the  Scotish 
melodies  has  been  widely  felt  and  frequently  acknowledged.    How  so  much 
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sweetness  came  to  be  infused  into  the  strains  of  a  rude  people,  compelled  to  con- 
tend with  a  barren  soil,  a  tempestuous  climate,  and  frequently  involved  in  the 
horrors  of  anarchy  and  civil  discord,  are  questions  which  have  been  often  put,  and 
considered  to  militate  against  the  opinion  of  their  being  very  ancient.  By  whom, 
or  under  what  circumstances,  a  great  number  of  the  Scotish  melodies  were  com- 
posed, it  is  now  impossible  to  ascertain ;  and  to  approximate  by  inference,  that 
a  very  considerable  number  of  them  are  ancient,  is  perhaps  all  that  ever  will  be 
attainable  on  this  subject." — Dr  Johnson  says,  "  A  Scotchman  must  be  a  very 
sturdy  moralist  who  does  not  love  Scotland  better  than  truth  :  he  will  always  love 
it  better  than  inquiry ;  and  if  falsehood  flatters  his  vanity,  will  not  be  very  diligent 
to  detect  it." — We  have  no  wish  to  deny  this  charge  on  our  nationality,  as  we 
indeed  love  Scotland,  though,  we  hope,  not  better  than  truth ;  we  therefore  shall 
proceed  to  inquiry.  On  Mr  Ty tier's  inference,  that  the  songs  of  "  Wdly,  waly? 
"  0,  laddie,  I  maun  lo'e  thee,"  and  "  Hap  me  with  tlvy  petticoat,"  from  their 
artless  simplicity,  belong  to  an  age  prior  to  the  reign  of  James  L,  Ritson  observes, 
"  There  is  in  fact  no  bound  to  conjecture;  and  it  would  be  just  as  easy,  and 
possibly  just  as  true,  to  fancy  that  all  the  Scotish  songs  and  tunes,  as  now  extant, 
were  sung  and  played  every  day  before  Fingal,  as  he  sat  in  his  great  chair  after 
dinner,  "  drinking  the  blude-red  wine  ;"  and  again,  "  Scotish  traditions  are  to  be 
received  with  great  caution.'"— We  may  remark,  that  though  Tytler's  inference 
cannot  be  satisfactorily  established,  still  it  is  consonant  with  probability.  But  it 
will  be  proper  to  fix  a  time  before  which  music  may  be  termed  ancient.  Taking  Di 
Busby  as  sufficient  authority,  it  is  defined  thus  in  his  Dictionary  : — "  The  epithet 
ancient,  when  applied  to  the  term  music,  is  not,  as  when  conjoined  with  the  word 
literature,  to  be  referred  to  the  productions  of  the  classical  Greeks  and  Romans 
The  eleventh  century  of  the  Christian  era  arrived  before  the  appearance  of  Guido's 
scale.  To  the  age  of  De  Muris  (the  fourteenth  century)  we  are  indebted  for  the 
introduction  of  the  bass,  tenor,  and  treble  cliffs ;  and  half  of  the  seventeenth 
century  had  elapsed  before  the  art  was  attained  of  composing  in  a  plurality  of  real 
and  distinct  simultaneous  parts.  It  is  therefore  chiefly  to  the  composers  of  the 
early  part  of  the  eighteenth  century  that  the  expression  ancient  music  properly 
relates,  and  indeed  it  seldom  alludes  to  productions  of  an  earlier  date."-— The  just- 
ness of  the  preceding  definition  is  supported  by  Dr  Burney,  when  treating  of  the 
introduction  of  the  recitative  into  the  Italian  music  : — «  Till  this  time,"  says  he, 
"  musicians  were  chiefly  employed  in  gratifying  the  ear  with  the  *  concord  oi 
sweet  sounds,1  without  respect  to  poetry,  or  aspiring  at  energy,  passion,  intellectual 
pleasure,"  &c. 

Claudio  Montevarde,  who  was,  as  it  is  generally  thought,  the  first  composer  of 
the  musical  drama  called  Opera,  published  a  set  of  madrigals  in  1G38,  in  the 
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preface,  to  which  he  says,  that  "  he  is  the  first  who  has  attempted  to  express  the 
livelier  passions."  Still  it  is  not  single  melody  ;  and  in  the  compositions  of  Italian 
masters  of  the  present  day,  we  frequently  see  prefixed  to  particular  movements, 
and  even  to  whole  pieces  of  music,  the  term  Alia  Scozzese ;  which  does  not 
always  signify  that  the  style  is  directly  Scotish,  but  that  it  is  so  far  of  a  Caledonian 
cast,  or  tinge,  as  to  remind  us  of  the  Scotish  music.  If  the  Italians  had 
originally  been  possessed  of  this  kind  of  style,  would  they  have  made  this  open 
acknowledgment  ?  Certainly  not ;  and  their  employing  the  term  is  evidence 
sufficient  that  they  are  conscious  of  its  not  being  their  own  invention.  Carlo 
Gesualdo,  Prince  of  Venosa,  who  died  in  1614,  and  who  appears  to  have  been 
esteemed  as  the  first  musician  of  his  day,  is  candidly  acknowledged  by  Tassoni 
to  have  been  an  imitator  of  our  King  James  I.  All  the  Scotish  historians 
agree  in  James'  being  an  admirable  performer  as  well  as  composer.  They,  how- 
ever, may  be  suspected  of  partiality  to  their  king ;  the  testimony  of  an  illustrious 
foreigner  is  therefore  much  to  be  prized : — "  Noi  ancora  possiamo  connumerar, 
tra  nostri,  Jacopo  Re  di  Scozia,  che  non  pur  cose  sacre  compose  in  canto,  ma 
trova  da  se  stesso,  una  nuova  musica,  lamentevole  e  mesta,  differente  da  tutte 
Taltre.  Nel  che  poi  e  stato  imitato  da  Carlo  Gesualdo,  Principe  di  Venosa,  che  in 
questa  nostra  eta,  ha  illustrata  andi*  egli  la  musica  con  nuove  mirabili  inventioni." 
See  Tassoni  "  Pensieri  Diversi"  lib.  10. — It  would  therefore  be  unnecessary  to 
dilate  upon  the  vague  hypothesis  that  has  assigned  an  Italian  origin  to  our 
Scotish  airs.  Before  hazarding  any  opinion  upon  their  origin,  it  will  be  proper 
to  ascertain  if  there  are  sufficient  documents  to  warrant  designating  any  of  them 
ancient. 

Allan  Ramsay  published  his  Tea-Table  Miscellany  in  1724,  and  a  Collection 
of  Tunes  or  Airs,  for  the  songs  in  that  work,  was  published  in  1725;  and 
they  are  described  in  the  preface  as  "  having  an  agreeable  gayety  and  sweetness, 
that  makes  them  acceptable  wherever  they  are  known ;  and  what  farther  adds  to 
the  esteem  we  have  for  them,  is  their  antiquity,  and  being  universally  known.-" 
This  is  certainly  sufficient  to  entitle  them  to  the  appellation  of  ancient ;  but,  as 
this  is  advancing  about  one  quarter  into  the  eighteenth  century,  we  shall  refer  to 
earlier  documents. 

We  have  seen  two  MS.  Collections,*  which  consist  principally  of  Scotish  airs, 
written  for  the  Viol  de  Gamba.  The  first  is  dated,  Glasgow,  1683,  and  the 
second,  1692.  They  contain  nearly  the  same  airs,  and  are  evidently  in  the 
hand-writing  of  the  same  person.  The  names  attached  to  several  of  them  are 
different  from  those  by  which  they  are  now  known ;  which  plainly  proves,  that 


•  In  the  possession  of  Mr  Andrew  Blaikie,  engraver  in  Paisley. 
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other  songs  were  sung  to  them  at  that  period :  for  instance,  "  Nancy's  to  the 
greenwood  gane,"  is  called  "  Tow  to  spin  ?  "  My  rnither's  aye  glow  ring  o'er  me," 
«  A  health  to  Bettie     "  Lochaber  no  more,"  "  King  James  march  to  Ireland  ? 
«  Tweedside,11  "  Doun  Tweedside.''''    There  are  many  other  well-known  tunes,  a 
few  of  the  most  popular  of  which  we  shall  mention,  viz. — "  Allan  water,'' 
«  Where  Helen  lies,"  "  For  lack  of  gold  she  left  me,"  "  Hand  awa'  frae  me, 
Donald?  "  Maggie,  I  must  love  thee?  and  "  The  last  time  I  came  o'er  the  muir" 
"  Kathrine  Ogie"  was  sung  by  Abel  in  1686 ;  "  Wahj,  wall/,''  is  in  an  antique 
Medley-book,  1666;  "  Leslie's  march"  was  known  in  1644;  "  Tak  your  aidd 
cloak  about  ye"  is  mentioned  in  Othello,  written  about  1611 ;  "  O'er  the  hills  and 
Jar  awa',''''  and  "  Brose  and  butter?  were  both  popular  before  the  Restoration  ; 
"  John  Anderson,''  and  "  Kind  Robin  lo^es  me,"  are  said  to  have  been  used  as 
chants  in  the  Catholic  church.    "  John  Anderson,"  from  its  compass,  simplicity, 
and  chasteness,  might  have  had  the  honour  of  being  chanted  in  that  service,  and 
accompanied  by  the  "  kist  fu'  o'  whistles ;"  but  it  is  fully  as  probable,  that  even 
John  was  an  associate  of  the  profane  ballads  of  his  day,  along  with  other  vagrants 
of  the  olden  time.   The  fact  we  believe  is,  that  instead  of  the  secular  music  being 
any  way  indebted  to  the  music  of  the  church,  the  Reformers  seized  upon  the  most 
popular  national  airs  as  fit  companions  to  their  satirical  songs  upon  the  Papists. 
"  John  Anderson"  may  then  be  considered  prior  to  1590 ;  "  The  banks  of  Heli- 
con," and  "  The  wooing  of  Jock  and  Jenny,"  may  be  dated  at  1586  ;  the  air  of 
«  Whig  migmorum,"  mentioned  by  Skinner  in  "  Tullochgorum?  is  about  the 
same  age;  and  the  battle  of  Harlaw,  in  1411,  gave  birth  to  a  famous  pipe-tune, 
which  was  a  great  favourite  till  the  middle  of  the  17th  century.   It  is  provoking  to 
search,  and  search  in  vain,  for  tunes  which  appear  to  have  been  great  favourites 
with  minstrels,  pipers,  poets,  and  the  populace,  from  the  15th  to  the  end  of  the 
16th  century.    "  Hunts  up?  "  Hey  trix  cum  trixie,"  and  "  The  day  it  dawes," 
noticed  familiarly  by  Douglas,  Dunbar,  and  Sempil,  are  no  longer  known,  unless 
they  exist  under  other  titles.    "  Gilderoy"  is  commemorative  of  the  outlaw 
M'Gregor,  executed  in  the  reign  of  James  V.    "  Johnny  Armstrong"  was  a 
famous  freebooter,  who  suffered  in  the  same  reign.    In  "  Scotland's  ComplaynC 
the  shepherds  have  a  dance  named  Johnny  Ermstrang.    It  is  likely  that  these  are 
coeval  with  the  events  they  record.   Of  "  The  flowers  of  the  Forest,"  commemora- 
tive of  the  battle  of  Flodden,  1513,  the  Editor  of  the  "  Minstrelsy  of  the 
Scotish  Border"  states,  that  the  first  and  fourth  lines  of  the  first  stanza  are  old,  as 
well  as  the  tune.    The  old  song  began  thus  : 

"  I've  heard  a  lilting  at  the  ewes  milking." 
•  ••»•• 

"  The  flowers  of  the  Forest  are  all  wede  away." 
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The  rest  of  the  song  was  written  by  a  lady  of  Roxburghshire.  Another  lady 
favoured  him  also  with  a  line  of  the  old  song,  which  runs  thus : 

"  I  ride  single  on  my  saddle ; 

For  the  flowers  of  the  Forest  are  a'  wede  away." 

"  The  Souters  of  Selkirk"  is  another,  which  takes  its  origin  from  the  fatal  field  of 
Flodden.  Tytler  relates  the  peculiar  circumstances  of  the  Selkirk  souters ;  but 
Ritson  seems  to  have  had  considerable  scruples  of  conscience,  and  discredits  it, 
because  some  wag  at  Aberdeen  told  Dr  Johnson  that  the  Scots  learned  the  art  of' 
malting  shoes  from  Cromwell's  army.  "  Hey  tutti  tatti"  is  said  to  have  been  the 
march  played  to  Robert  Bruce's  troops  at  the  battle  of  Bannockburn.  This  has 
been  doubted ;  because  Barbour  mentions  nothing  but  the  blowing  of  horns. 
Other  instruments,  however,  besides  horns  were  in  use  prior  to  this  period. 
Bromton,  an  Irish  chronicler  in  the  reign  of  Henry  II.,  says  the  Scots  had 
the  lyre,  the  tympano  an  choro.  Now  the  choro,  or  chorus,  is  found  to  be  "  a 
musical  instrument  made  of  a  skin,  with  two  brass  pipes — the  one  to  be  blown 
into,  the  other  to  let  out  the  sound ;"  and  the  bagpipe  is  an  instrument  of  great 
antiquity  among  the  northern  nations.  Though  there  is  nothing  but  tradition  to 
rest  on,  the  want  of  instruments  will  not  hold  good  as  an  objection. 

"  The  bonnie  Erie  o'  Morray"*  and  many  other  old  songs  and  ballads,  we  have 
been  obliged  to  exclude,  for  the  present,  from  the  pages  of  the  Scotish  Minstrel, 
for  want  of  room ;  but,  from  the  liberal  contributions  that  have  been  sent  us,  we 
have  a  store  of  materials,  which  are  now  in  preparation  for  a  Supplementary 
Volume.  There  are  some  Scotish  bards  to  whom  we  have  not  had  the  courage 
to  make  any  application ;  but  if  they  would  twine  a  wreath  for  the  Minstrel, 
proud  would  he  be  to  wear  it.  We  now  send  him  forth,  with  all  his  imperfections 
on  his  head,  like  other  Minstrels,  to  wander  through  the  mountains  of  his  native 
land — to  traverse  the  green  wilds  of  Erin,  and  the  sequestered  vales  of  Cambria ; 
and,  we  trust,  to  be  hospitably  received  "  'mong  merry  England's  cultured  fields." 


Slain  by  Huntly  in  1592. 
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Crawford, — Annan  Water,  ~~~~  31 
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ROB  ROT  MCGREGOR 


1 


m 


Rob  Roy  frae  the  High—lands  cam,And  to  theLaw_land  bor_dor, 


mm 


m 


he    cam    oer   the  Lough  o'  I,inn,  Twenty  men    his    arms    did    car  _  ry,    Him _ 


i 


i  r 

el     gaod    in    to    fetch    her     out,     In  _  sfsf  —  ing    she    would    mar _ ry, 


Oh  will  ye  ga<   wi' mof  he  says, 
And  will  \t  i>r  my  honey? 

And  will  ye  be  my  wedded  wile? 
I  Inc  yc  l><  si    ri*  ony.V 

I  winna    gao   wi'  yon,  she  .says,  . 
*Yc  ne'er  can   he   my  honey; 

I  winna   be  jour  wedded  wife. 
Ye    lo'e   mo  for  my  money? 

"Bin   ye  sal    gang  wi'  me''  he  said, 
"And  nae  mair  words  about  it; 
Vnd  sin1  ye'll    no   g-.mg  wi'  your  will, 

Ye  sail  gang  without  it!' 
He  set    her  on  a  glide  Mark  steed, 

Himsol   lap   on   ahinl  tier, 
And  he's  aua  to  tli<  Hit-land  hills 

"Whare   he  r  friends  '  anna  find  her. 


Engraved  by  Walker 


**Rob  Roy  was  my  faithcr   oa'd  , 

MV  Gregor  was  his  name,  T-ady, 
He  led  a  band  o*  heroes  bauld, 

An'  I  am  hero  the  same,  I,ady. 
Be  content,   be  content, 

Be  content,  and   bide,  Lady* 
For  thou  art  my  wedded  wife 

Until     thy  dying  day,  I,ady  . 

'Hp  was  .<    hedge  unto  his  friends, 
A  heckle  to  his  fits,  Lady, 

And  (vi  ry    <no  that  durst  him  wrany  , 
Tliey  had  gude  cause  to  rue,  T-adv 
I 'in  as  hallld,    I'm   as  bauld, 

l\n  as  bavld,  and  mair,  L.ady; 
Ami  be  that  dares  dispute  my  word, 

  Sal  feel  my  gude  claymore,  Lady?' 

At  Anderson,  Kdinr 


9 

O  RAGING   FORTUNE'S  WITHERING  BLAST. 


Slow 


O    rag-_ing-    for  _  tune's    with'rlng-  blast  Has  laid  my  leaf  full 


low!    O    rag-_ing-  for —tune's  with'rintf  blast   Has  lair)  my  leaf    full    Iom  ! 


My  stem  was  fair,  my  bud  was  green,  But  luckless  fortune's  northern  storms 

My  blossom  sweet  did  blow;  L,aid  a'  my  blossoms  low; 

The  dew  fell  fresh,  the  sim  rose  mild,  Bnt  luckless  fortune's  northern  storms 

And  made  my  branches  gfrow.  Laid  a'  my  blossoms  low. 

O  LOGIE  Oy  BVCHAN. 


_ol    sae    sma;   They    hae   ta'en    a  _wa     Ja  —  mie,  the     flow'r  o'  them  a'. 


Chorus . 


■d-  r 

He   said,"think    na   lang,  las_sie,  tho'  I   gang  a_wa','He  saidj'think     na     1  .my, 


las  _ 


win_t< Vs  a_via,  And  I'll  come  arid  see  ye     in    •j)ite    o»    them  a' 


Sandy  has  owsen,  has  gear,  and  has  kye, 

A  lionse  and  a  haddin,  and  siller  forbyj 

But  I<1  tak  my  ain  lad,wi'  his  staff  in  his  hand, 

Before  I'd  ha'e  him  wi'  his  houses  tnd  land  . 

Hi  said}  thinji  na  lang,l.issio,  tlif>'  I  gang-  awa, 
For  I'll   come  and  see  Hu  e  ifi  spite  o'  them  a'." 


My  Daddy  looks  sulky,  my  Minn>   looks  sour, 
They  frown  Dpon  Jamie    because  he  is  poor! 
Tlio'  I  foe  them  as  as  a  Daughter  can  do, 

And  hlythe  were  their  lassie,  gin  they  wad  lo'e  you. 
He  said, 'think  na  lang,  lassie,  tho'  I  gang  away 
For  I'll  come  and  see  thee  in   spite  8»  them  a'." 

I  sit  on  my  creep] e,  and  spin  at  my  wheel, 
And  think  on  tlie  I,addic  that   loVd  me  sae  weel; 
He  hail  hut-  «e  saxpence,he  hrak  it   in  twa, 
And  he  gied  me  the  ha'f  o't    when  he  gaed  awa  . 
But  simmer  is  coming-,  oauld  winter's  awa, 
And  he'll  come  and   see  me  in  spite  o*  them  a*. 


The  braes  aboon  bona w. 


Chorus . 


Lively 


Wilt  thou  go,  my  hon_nie  Las_sie,    Wilt  thou  go,  my  braw  Lassie, 


r  1  r  r 


Wilt  thoti  go,  say  ay    or    no,    To   the  braes   a_boon  Bo_naw,  Las_ sie.  Tho» 

i7s 


Don_ald  hae  nae  mic_klc  frase,  Wi'  law_l  and  speeches  fine,  Las_sie,  What 


When  simmer  days  cleed   a'  the  braes  I  11  hunt  the  roe,  the  hart,  the  doe, 

Wi1  blossomM   broom,  sae  fine,  Lassie,  The  ptarmigan,  sac  sly,  Lassie, 

At  milking  sheel    well  join  the  reel,  For  dock  and  drake    I'll  beat  the  brake, 

My  flocks  shall  a'  be  thine,  Lassie.  Nac  want   shall  thee  come  nigh,  Lassie. 

WiH  thou  go,  &c.  Wilt  thou  g-o,  &-c. 

For  trout    and   par,  wi'  f  anny  (  arc, 

I'll,  wilcy,  skim  the  flic,  Lassie; 
Wi'  sic-like  chear  I'll  please  my  dear, 
Then  come  .ma  wi'  mc,  Lassie. 
"Yes,  I'll  go,  my  bonnic. Laddie, 
Yes,  I'll  go,  my  braw  Laddie, 
Ilk  joy  and  care, wi'  thee  I'll  share, 

*Mang  the  braes  atooon  Bonaw,  Laddie* 


TH£  VOVJVG  HIGHLAND  RDFER. 


co_ver}    Like  win—ter   on   me    sei_zes,    Since     my  young'    High,  land 


rn  ni 


m 


Ro.ver    Far    wan„ders    na_tions    o_ver.  Wher  _  e'er     he      go,  w!iere_ 


e'er    he    stray,     May    Hea  —ven    be    his    war_denl    Re_furn  him   safe  to 


The  trees   now  naked  groaning-, 

Sliall  soon  wi'  leaves  he  hinging; 
The  birdies   dowie  moaning, 

Shall  a'  be  blyfhely  singing; 
And  every  flower  be  springing. 
Sae  I'll  rejoice  the  lee— lang  day, 
"When,  by  his  mighty  Warden, 
My  yotifhV    refririwl  t>,    fnir  Strathspey, 
And   home   f'.isflc  — Gordon  • 
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FOR  LACK  OF  GOLD 


Slowly 


ni  I  in  hi  u  i  mi 'mil  in 


For  lack  of  Gold  she's  left  me,  Oh!  And  of  all  that's  dear  bereft  me, 


t                Oh!    For  Ath_ols  Duke  she  me  forsook,  And  t< 

m 

)  endless  ca 

re  has  left  me,  Oh!  A 

'                star  and  gar_terhavc  mote  art   Than  youth,  ; 

i  true  and  i 

aifh_ful  heart;  For 

m 


rfflnm  m  ft 


emp_ty  ti_tles  we  must  part;  And  for  glitt'ring  show  she's  loft  me,  Oh! 


No  cruel   fair  shall  ever    move , 
My   injur'd   heart    again   to  love; 
Thro'  distant    climates    I    must  rove, 

Since  Jeanie  she  has  left   me,  Oh! 
Ye  pow'rs    above ,    I  to  your  care 
Commit  my  lovely,    charming1  fair ; 
Your  choicest     blessings  be   her  share, 

Tho'  she's   forever  left  me,  Oh! 


my  lady's  gowvv  There's  gares  upojtV. 


In  moderate 
time. 


My  La-dy's  gown  there's  gares   tip—on'f,  And  gow_dcn  flowYs  sae 


La_dy's  white,    my  La_dy's  red,  And   kifh  and   kin    <>'  Cas_sil_lis  blude;  She 


m 


Chorus 


PI 


has  baith  lands  and  tocher  glide,    By  Lords  and  Knights  my  La_dy's  woo'd.  My 


m 


3E 


j>U  J,J  Lit.  Hi  ''rrrf  f 


La_dy's  gown  there's  gares  up_on'f ,  And  g-ow-den  flow'rs  sae  rare    np_on't"  But 


Ouf  owre  yon  muir,  out  owre  yon  moss,  Sae  sweetly  move  her  g-enfy  limbs, 

Whare  gor-cotks  fhro' the  heather  pass,  Like  music  notes  o>  lovers?  hymns; 

Tliere  won*   axild  Colin's  honnie  lass,  The  diamond  dew  in   her  cen  sae  blue, 
A  lily  in  a  wilderness  . 
My  Lady's  gown,  &c. 


Like  laughing  love    sae  pi  ay  fu' swims. 
My   Lady's   gown,  &c. 


My  Lady's  dfnk,  my   Lady's  d«es1 
Wi1  gowden    flowers  around  her  waist; 
But   the  bonniest    flower  in  a1  the  west 
Is  the  Lassie    (hat  I  loe  the  best. 
My  Lady's   gown,  ice. 


A*l>i>  WHIGS,  AWsA. 


*^      |\     s             N    J**  1**- 

1 

PtH 

-a,  Whiffs,  > 

r  J  ^ 

■  '"l  >"  — 1 — 

,      'A           Whig*,  i                Yr're   hot  a 

1  I'l    Llil11  J  ''^ 

to 


park   o'    trai_tor    looms,   Ye'll    d<j    nae    good     a  _v 


Our     thris  _  flex 


P 


r.r.  Pi  r  f  J~i  ^  A 


T 

owre    trs    like    frost    in     June,     And     with  _  er'd     a'   onr  Po_sies 


I    i    1 1 


Our     antient    Crown's    f a' n   in    the  dust, 

D_l    blind   them  wi*  the   stowre  cTt, 
And   write  their    names   in    his    black  buik, 
Wha   gae  the  Whigs    the    power    eft . 
Awa  Whigs,  awa,  &c. 

Our     sad   decay,  in    Kirk    and  State, 

Surpasses  my  descriving; 
The  Whigs   cam    our     us    like   a  flight   

And    wr    hae  done    wi'  thriving  — 
Aw  a  Whigs,  awa,    <fc<  . 

Grim    Vengeance    lang    has    tacn    a  nap. 
But   we  may   see  him  wauken? 

Wae,s    me!    to  see  that  royal  heads 
Arc     hunted    like   a  maukin, 
Awa,Whigs,  awa,  Aic. 


This  rs  jro  my  aijt  lassie 
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g  .  ,  p  g     t  j- 

O  this  is  no  my   ain  T,as  _  sie,  Fair   tho'   the  Las  _  sir  ¥,,r 


i 


,    .     ...  i 


mm 


weel     ken    I    my     ain    Las  _  sie,    Kind     love     is     in     her  e'e. 


She's 


f   r  n 


h  f5^- 



H  1 

P5 

1  •  ; 

1 — • 

 • 

1  a 

i 

J  x  : J 

bon_ny,   blooming-,  straight,  and  tall,  And    lang  has  haen  my  heart   in-^thral ,  And 


.1    ^  o 


aye    it     charms    my    ve  _  ry    saul,    The   kind    blink    that's   in    her  e'e. 


I  see  a  form,    I  sec  a  face 
That  w*el  may  wi'  the  fairest  place, 
But  -wants,  to  me,  the  witching  grace, 
The  kind  blink  thats  in  her  e'e. 
This    is   no,  Arc. 

A  thief  sac  pauky  is  my  Jean, 
To  steal  a  blink  by  a'  unseen} 
But  gleg  as  light   is  lovcrs'een, 
When  kind  love  is  in  flic  e'e. 
This    is  no,  &t: . 

It  '  may   escape  the  courtly  sparks, 
It      may    escape  the   learned  darks; 
But  wee]    the   watchful  lover  mark-. 
The  kind  b>\<  that's  in  the  e'e. 
This    is   no,  <k<  . 


T'NE  CARLE  HE  CAM  O'ER  T'HE  CRAFT. 


««4 


r  r  j  i  M  /i  i 
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The  carlo  lie  came   o'er  the  craft,  And  his   heard  new  sha_ven, 


r  r  r  r  ny  run 


Glowr'd    at   nne    as     he'd    heen     daft;    The    carle    trows    that    I'll    hae  him, 


>  N 


Hnwt   a _wa,    I  win_na     hae     him;     Na,     for     sooth,     I'll     no       hae  him, 

— :  ,  —0—  ,  1  * 


New     hose      and      new '    shoon ,     And      his      heard      new      sha  _  ven 


The    carle    has    nae    faut    hut  ane, 

Fur  he  has  lands  and  dollars  plenty; 
Kill,  wacs   me!    he    is  Saxfy_ane, 

An'  I  am    little    mair    than  twenty. 
Howt    awa  .'  I    winna    hae  him; 

Na ,    forsooth,    I    winna    hae  him; 
What    signifies    his    dirty  riggs 

An'  cash,   wi'   sic    a    man    wi'  them. 


DUJTCAjr  DAriDsox. 


There       was        a        lass,      they         ca'd         her         Meg-,  And 


11 


she      held      o'er      (Jie      moor        to        spin  ;       There       was       a       lad  that 


j  n 


r*     ^    is.  n 


fol    _  low'd       her,       They       ca'd       him        Dun—  —can         D»   _   vi    _  son 


The        moor       was       dricgh,     and      Meg-      .\hs       skiigh,       Her        la    -  vonr 


Dun  —  —ran        cou'd  —  na       -win;         For         -ivi'  (he         '  rock  she 


wad      him      knock,       And        ay       she       shook       the        tern  -  per  —  pin. 


As  o'er  th«  moor   they   lightly  foor, 

A  horn  was  clear,  a  glen  was  green; 
CJpon  the  hanks   they  eas'd  their  shanks, 

And  ay  she  set   the  wheel  hefween: 
"A  weel'Vays   shr  {'then  let  it  he, 

I    like  the  omen   rmco   wet  I, 
iVe  heen  yotrr  scorn  frae  cVn  to  morn, 

Now,  turn  me  likea    spiraifn  wlKrl!' 


*We  will    hig  a  wee,   wee  house, 

And  we  will  live  like  king-  and  queen; 
Sae  hlythe  and  merry's   we  win  he. 

When  ye  set  hy  the  wheel  at  eVn! 
A   man   may  drink  and   no  he  drunk, 

A   man  may  fight    and  no  he  slain, 
A  honny  lass   may  change  her  Mruf, 

And  e'en  fak    Duncan  Davidson. 
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Slcrvi  with 
Expression 


ji  jij  jirrr:  vr  u 


Nowclos'd  for  aye  tliy  <  oabhlack  een, Tli.it  fondlygaje'd  on  mc,_f)  Willy,  And 


3E 


life_less  lies  that  man_ly  form,    I    aye  -was    fain    to     sce,_  my   Wil_lie.  Ah! 

 n  r-T  r  :_ 


luck—less  hour,  thou  strave  for  hamc   Last  night  across  the  Clyde,-dear  Willie,  This 


morn    a    stiffen'd    corse  brought  hamc,  A_lake!'tis  hard  to  hide,  O  Wil_lie  . 


The  owlet  hooted  sair  yestreen, 

And  thrice  the  soot  it  fell, — rlearWilly; 
The  tyke  cam   late,  and  howl'd  aloud, 

It  seem'd  the  dying-  knell  o'  "Willy. 
Deep  were  the  snaws,keen  were  my  waes, 

Tlie  bairns  oft  cried  for  thee_thcirWilly, 
I  trembling  said,  he'll  soon  be  here, 

Tlic  wee  tiling's  ne'er  clos'd  e'e,  for  Willy. 

And  when  T  saw  the  thick  sleet  fa', 

A  blcezing  fire  I  made  for  Willy; 
Then  watrh'd,  and  watch'd,as  it  grew  dark, 

And  I  grew  mair  afraid  for  Willy. 
I  thought  I  heard  the  pony's  foot, 

Ancl  ran  thy  voice  to  hear,  _  ah ,  Willy , 
Th«   wind  blew  hollow,  hut  liac  sound 

My  sinking  heart  did  rheer,_<) "Willy. 


The  clock  struck  ane,  the  clock  struck  twa, 

The  clock  struck  three  and  four^-no Willy, 
I  thought  1  heard  the  pony's  foot, 

And  flew  to  oj>c  the  door  to  Will}. 
The  pony  neigh'd_but  thou  wert  lost! 

I  sank  upon  the  snaw,  for  Willy; 
Thy  wraith  appear'!  e'en  where  I  lay, 

And  whisper'd  thou  wert  drown'd  _0  Willy! 

The  moon  wasi  up,  in  vain  I  sought 

The  stiffened  corse  <0  thine,  lost  Willy, 
'Twill  soon,  soon  mingle  wi1  the  dust, 

And  near  it  sae  will  mine^O  Willy. 
G-ac  dry  your  tears,  my  bairnies  five, 

Gae  dry  your  tears  o'  sorrow,  dearies, 
Your  Father's  cares  arc  :it  .in  <nd, 

And  sae  will  mine  ere  morrow, dearies. 


♦ 


The  blathrie  oY. 
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When      I      think       on      this      war  Id's       l>elf,      And  th« 


3 


h — i 

lit  _  tl< 

i  r  n  j  j 

;      wee       share       o't  1 

 A 

hae  tc 
>    I'  1 

—J 

y  _  se 

If,  An 
1  - 

J 

S  f\ 

^  r.  f  r  f  ff. 

7  "  1 :  1   '  ■ 

how    fhe     T>.iss    that  want 

i 

s  i 

t    is  bj 

r    the    Lads      for  _  got,     May  fhe 

r — 1 — ' — p — r  p  i  j* — r 

Jockie  was  fhe  laddie  that  held  fhepleogh, 

But  now  he's  got  gowd  and  gear  eneugh; 

He  thinks  nae  mair  of  me  that  wears  the  plaiden  coat  : 

May  the  shame  fa'  the  gear  and  the  blathrie  o'f  . 

Jenny  was  the  lassie  that  mocked  the  byre, 

But  now  she  is  clad  in  her  silken  attire, 

And  Jockie  says  he  lo'es  her,and  swears  he's  mo  forgot  J 

May  the  shame  fa'  the  gear  and  the  blathrie  ,?t . 

But  a'  this  shall  never  danton  me, 
S*e  l^ng  as  I  keep  my  fancy  free.' 

For  the  lad  that's  sac  inconstant,  he's  no  worth  a  groat; 
May  the  shame  f;.'  the  gear  and  fhe  blathrie  o'f. 
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PEGGY*  I  MUSI'  LOVE  THEE . 


As  on  a.  rock,  past  all  re_Jief,  The  Sh 

m 


lpwreckrl  i,o..  i  in,  spying  His 

mm 


na_tive  Soil,  oer_come  with  grief ..    Half  sunk  in  wares    and    f?y_ing.  With 


1     mi  'i  i    *  JM      mi 1  '— — — 


the  next  morning  sun  he  spies  A  ship,  which  gives  .un_hop'd  sur_prise;  New 

*r,$r* — £ —  . — ^jl 


i  j  iOTHi  iru  I  urn  ■  r 


life  springs  up,   he   lifts  his   eyes  "With  joy,    and  waits    her  mo_tion 


c  f .  r  \t 


mm 


So  when  by  her,  whom  long  I  lov'd, 
I  scorn'd  was,  and  deserted; 

Low  with  despair    my  spirits  mov'd, 
To  be  forever  parted: 

Thus  droop'd  I,  till  diviner  grace 

I  fotmd  in  Peggy's  mind  and  face; 

Ingratitude  appear'd  then  base, 
But  virtue  more  engaging. 

'•■^•«C— €~ 

FAREWELL  YO  LOCH  A  BER. 


Farejrell  to  Loch_iaJber,  and  fare-well  my  Jeanj'VVhere  he^r^omewith 
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T       -  «  j.  -  •  j. 

thee  I  have  mojiy  days  been;  For  Loch.a_ber  no  more, '  Loch. a_ber  no  more,  "We'll 


j.i^i-i  nnilinnriu  n,.i,r 


a'  for  my  dear,  And  no  for  the  dan.gers  at-tend-ing  on  weir}  Tho'  borneon  rough 


Tho'  hurricanes  rise,  and  rise  ev'ry  wind, 
They'll  ne'er  make  a  tempest  like  thai  in  my  mind. 
Tho'  loudest  of  thunder  on  louder  waves  roar, 
That's  naithing  like  leaving  my  love  on  the  shore. 
To  leave  the  behind  me    my  heart  is  sair  pain'd; 
By  ease  that's  inglorious    no -fame  can  be  gain'd; 
And  beauty  and  love's  the  reward  of  the  brave, 
And  I  must  deserve  it  before  I  can  crave. 

Then  glory,  my  Jeany,  maun  plead  my  excuse; 
Since  Honour  commands  me,  how  can  I  refuse? 
Without  it  I  ne'er  can  have  merit  for  thee, 
And  without  thy  favour  I'd  better  no(  l>o  . 
I  gae  then, my  lass,  to  win  honour  and  fame, 
And  if  I  shouldchanceto  come  gloriously  hame, 
A  heart  I  will  bring  thee  with  love  running  o'er, 
And  then  1*11  leave  thee  and  T-orhaber  no  more. 


16 


mTH  *\4EFV>  HEART  AJVD  SORROWING  EE. 


with 
Expression.! 


"With  wae_fu'  heart  and  sor.row_inp    ee,     I      saw  my     Ja  _  mie 


S3 

JI      a  _  \ 

 •  

va !     O  'tw» 

 1  r 

'     '    BP  Si 

s       a       fa  _  t 

*n  rr. 

al       day  to 

me,      That      day  he 

Pi.'.  -  ra= 

The  night  came  on  with  heavy  rain, 

Loud,  fierce,and  wild,  (be  tempest  blew} 
In  mountains  roll'd  the  awful  main  _ 

Ah,  hapless  maid!  my  fears  how  true! 
The  landsmen  heard  their  drowning- cries  , 

The  «rc<  k  was  seen  with  dawning  day} 
My  love  was  found,  and  now  he  lies 

Low  jn  the  gloomy  Isle  of  May. 


O  Boatman,  kindly  waft  me  o'er  ! 

The  cavern'd  rock  shall  he  my  home; 
'Twill  ease  myburfhen'd  heart, to  pour 

Its  sorrows  oVr  his  grassy  tomb: 
With  sweetest  flow'rs  Til  deck  his  grave, 

And  tend  them  fhrn'fhe  langsomeyear; 
fll  water  them,  ilk  morn  and  eve, 

"With  deepest  sorrow's  warmest'tear.. 
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PRINCE  CHARLIE  HE'S  CUM  OWRE  FRAE  FRAM  E. 


Prince  Char_lie  he's  cum  owre   frae  France,  I»    Scot  —  land     to  pro 


claim  his  dad-die,  May  Heav_en     still     his     cause     ad-vance,   and     shield  hiin 


in    hi*    Hie  — land    plai— die.  O     my    bon_ nie  Hie_land      L,ad_die!  My 


J  -  J   M  J 


|J    f  i  j   I    ^  J-    t  j  f  j 


hand  -  some    char— ming1     Hie  —  land     Lad  —  die!       May      Heaven     still  his 


cause    ar|_vance,  anrl    shield     him    in     his     Hie  — land    plai— die, 


First  when  he  cam  to  view  our  land,  Butvshcn  Gcordic  heard  the  news, 
The  trraccfu' looks  o' the  Princely  laddie  Howhewascum  afore  his  daddie, 

Made  a'  our  true  Scots  hearts  to  warm,  He  thirty  thousand  pound   wad  gio 

And  bly the  to  wear  the  tartan  pi  aidie,.  To  catch  him  in  his  Hieland  plaidic. 

O,     my  bonie, &r<  .  O,    my  bonie,  4c. 


But  tho1  the  hieland  Fouks  arc  \>uir, 

Yet,0  their  hearts  are  leal  ami  steady; 

An'  tlicre"'s  no  ane  nmang  them  a' 

That  wad  betray  their  Hieland  1  .addie. 
O,     m\   bonie,  &c. 
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WILL   YOU  GO  TO  SHE  RIFF JHJJ1R . 


no_hle  Mar,.And  his  Highland  Laddies.    A*1  tlie  true  men  o'thenorth,Angus,Huntly, 


fa* 


]»„]>  ,  i  J,  j>  JV^fe^ 


and  Seaforth,  Scouring"  on  to  cross  the  Forth,  Wi1  their  white  cock —a —dies . 


There   you'll    see   the    banners  flare, 
There  you'll   hear   the   bagpipes  rair, 
And   the  trumpets   deadly  blare, 
Wi1  the  cannon's  rattle. 


There  you^l  see  the    bauld  M9  Craw  s, 

Camerons,  and    Clanronald's  raws, 

And  a'  the  clans,  wi1  loud  huzzas, 
Rushing  to  the  battle. 


ON!  HAMEy  HAME,  HAME  WAD  I  BE. 


T 


T 


Oh!    hame,      hinie,  hame   wad    I  be;  Oh!      hame,  hame  to 


Jl  1  L   I 


iur  i  H 


l»y  ain  coun-tric;  Tlie  green  leaf  o'  loyal—ty1*    bc_gun    for    to     faj  Tlie 
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6*    the     land,  a'     wha      ven  _  tur'd      to      save,       Tlic    green     grass  is 


i ij  nil  f  y-u&m 


3  *-r 

gi :w_ing,  al_as'.  on  their  graver  They  liv'd^  and  they  died  wi'  true  loy_al. 
 C  ,  |  i  ■    m~~   . 


,      And   lang    will    he    mourn'd    in    fheir     ain     conn  —  trie. 


Oh.     Haini  ,    lumc  ,     fain    wad     I  be, 

Hame,    hame    to    my   ain  countrie: 

Oh!    there  'mang   the   glens    to   wander    my  lane, 

And  greet    in  .the  gloamin'    for    those    wha    arc  gane. 

Of   battles    triumphant   to    me,      dinna  tell   

My   Donald    he   conquered        my    Donald    he  fell! 

Ye   may   rejoice  but    my   sorrow  forgie, 

Wi»  me   they    will    mourn    in    my     ain  countrie. 

Oh!     H  ;>mc,    hame,    to    tell     whan  we're  glad, 
Oh!     Hame,    hame,    to    sigh    whan  we're  sad! 
Hame     frar    a    warld      of    fell  cruelty; 
Hide  me, ye  mountains,  frae  a'    f reacherie  . 

There's    nought  now  frae  rain  our    countrie   c.»n  save,  

Tr.tifors    deserting,    and  fallen    the  brave  

Wl'  hopes    a'  withered         wi'  fears    in   their   ee , 

The   wand  rr  rs    return    to    their    ain    countrie  . 


fHE  LAWLAJTD  LADS  7'HIJfK  7*HEr  ABE  FhYE, 


r  rU  ^ 

mm 

.  wondro 

1  .'):    ■  . 

H^H  "-^ 

as  gfau_dyj  How  mm  li  Tin 

 ■     .  I  1  ■ 

—  like  that  grace 

■  -  i  1 

-fu1  mien,  And  n 

lanly  looks  of  my 

il    1  1    1       V         J     '  *  1  !<■  i  J  i' 

High-land  1, ad  — die.  O    my     bon  _  nie,  hon  _  nie   .High  —  land       Tad  _  die! 


m 


1 — r* — k — 

O      my      hand  ...  some 

-:    *  J:#  6,'  : 

High  .  land     I.ad_die!  Wl 

 a — ,  1 

icn     I     -was  sir 

k  and 

-'•i     r r  r  r  - 

like      to      <lie,      He      row'd     me     in      his      High  _  land      plai  _  die. 


-mm 


If  I  vrcre  frce,af  will  to  chuse, 

To  be  the  wealfhicstLawland  L,ady, 

I'd  tak  yotrng  Donald  in  his  trews  , 
His  bannet  blue,  and  belted  plaidy. 
O  my  bonny.irc. 

Nae  greater  joy  Til  e'er  pretend, 

Than  that  his  love  prove  true  anil  steady 
Like  mine  to  h  i  m  ,\\  Iik  h  ne'er  can  end, 

While  Heaven  preserves  my  Highland  Taddie. 
O  my  bonny, &c. 


A  HIGHLAND  LAD  MY  LOVE    HAS  BORJT. 
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A    High_land    lad    my    love   was    born,   The  L,aw_land   'aws  1>< 


m 


held    in    scorn;     But      he     still     was     faifh  _  fir'      to       his      clan,  My 


to 


Chorus. 
— 


Oral  _  1  ant     braw     John     High  _  land  _  man  !      Sing-,    bey,   my.     braw  John 


h\         I        1         j  t 


— * —  1 

High  _  land  _  man  J    Sing-,  ho,    my     braw    John    High  _  land  _  man !  There's 


not    a    lad    in    a'   the    Ian'   ean    match    wi'    braw    John    High— land —than, 


Wi'     his   philabeg  and  tartan  plaid, 
And  gudc  claymore  down  by  his  side, 
The  Ladies  hearts  he  did  trepan, 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 
Sing,hcy,  Ate. 


They  hanish'd  bim  beyond  the  set; 
But  ere  the  bud  was  on  the  tr< ■<  , 
Adown  my  cheeks  the  pearls  ran, 
Kmbracing  my  John  Highlandman, 
Sing,hey,  At  c. 


30Y  OF  MY   EARLIEST3  DAYS. 
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_  i_  :  z  : 

J( 

>v    °f     my    ear  —  lie 

st    day , 

How  1 

shall 

1  1 

r 

i 

ilT  ^ 

leave        the  c  1 

1 — •  

When  mom 


ry     o'er     the    past  shall      stray,      Ma_ry,     he  _  lievc 


EE8F=F=F=f 


nu; , 


~ — So 


/r  1*.* 


Tliy      lieart       will       mourn  that   day  Thoudidst  deceive     me.      Oerve  me. 


I 


u  r  1  r 


Hide  not  the  struggling'  tear; 

Fain  would  I  borrow 
A   twilight  of  hoj>e,  to  cheer 

From  thy  soft  sorrow . 
Tho'  clouds  obscure  our  northern  sky, 

nark'ning-  its  gleaming., 
Still  will  the  wandrcr  turn  his  eye 

Where  Hglit  was  streaming. 

-There  grows  a  bojvjvie  rr/er  bush. 


There  grows  a  honnie  brier  hush  in  our  kail-yard ,  And  white  are  the 
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"But  were  they  a'  true,  that  were   far   awa  ? 
Oh!  were  they  a'  true,  that  were  far  awa? 
They  drew  tip  wi'  glakit  Englishers  at  Carlisle  ha', 
And  forgot  auld  fri en's,  when  far  awa. 

"Ye'll  come  nae  mair,  Jamie,  where  aft  ye'ave  been; 
Ye'U  come  nae  mair,  Jamie,  to  Atholl's  green? 
Ye  lo'ed  owre  weel  the  dancin  at   Carlisle  ha', 
And  forgot  the  hicland  hills, when  far  awa. 

"He's  comin  frae  the  North  that's  to  fancy  me; 
He's  comin  frae  the  North  that's  to  fancy  me; 
A  feather  in  his  bannet,  a  ribbon  at  his  knee; 
He's  a  bonny  hieland  laddie,  and  you  be  na  he'.' 

'I  ne'er  lo'ed    a  dance  but  on  Atholl's  green; 
I  ne'er  lo'ed   a    lassie  but  my  dorty  Jean; 
Sair,  sair  against  my  will, did  I  bide  sae  lang  awa, 
And  my  heart  was  ay  in  Atholl's  green  at  Carlisle  ha'.' 

The  brier  bush  was  bonny  ance    in  our  kail-yard; 

The  brier  bush  was  bonny  ance    in  our  kail-yard; 

A  blast  blew  oure  the  hill,  that  gae  Atholl's  flowers  a  chill, 

And  the  bloom's  hi  awn  aff  the  bonny  bush  in  our  kailyard. 
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MYJCAtirE  CALEDONIA. 


siph'd,Mhile  the  tears  stood  ininy  een5Formy  daddie  is  bntpoo^an'my  for_tone  is  sae 


^f'['fi,mjl4iijijgea*i 


sma',  It  pars  me  leave  my  native  CaJe.dojiua.  "When  I  think  on  days  now  pane,  an'sae 


wae  to  leave  my  lassie, an'daddie's  cot  a.va  ,Or  to  leave  the  li<  althfTT1hreeze  o'Cale.do.ni.a. 


But  wherever  1  wander,  still  happy  be  my  Jean, 
Nae  eare  disturb  her  bosom,  where  peace  has  ever  been; 
Then, tho'  ills  on  ills  befa'  me,  for  her  Til  bear  them  a', 
Tho'  aft  I'll  heave  a  sigh  for  Caledonia. 

Bui  should  riehes  (Vr  be  mine,  and  my  Jeanie  still  he  true, 
Then  blaw,ye  fav'rinp;  l>r<<*<,till  my  native  land  T  -vi<  «; 
Then  I'll  kneel  on  Srofia's  short  , while  the  heartfelt  fear  shall  fa; 
^nd  never   leave  my  Jean,  nor  Caledonia. 


B L INK  ortZR  J' HE  BURN9M\"  SWf.K't  BF/tYV. 
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Blink  o_ycr  the  burn,  my  tweet  Bet_ty,  Blink  o_vcr  flue 


Hill  n|l  rPij'.  f  P]ij  j  Pi 


bnrn,  love,  to     mej     O    lanjf    ha'c    I      look'd,  my    dear     Bet  —  fy,  To 


«r  r  r  in  -u  |  r  i 


get    but   a   blink   o'  thine    .  c'e.     The    birds    are    a'     sport  —  ing  a_ 


round     n<>,    And     sweet  _ly    they  sing-  on  the   tree;   Bnr  the  voice  o* 


The  ringlets,  my  lovely  young  Betty, 

That  wave  o'er  thy  bonnie  e'e—hreo, 
I'll  twine  wi'thc  flowVs  Ofl  the  Mountain, 

That  blossom  sar  swecf  ly,  |i  Jtc  thec. 
Then  come  o'er  the  burn,  my  sweet  Betty, 

Come  over  the  burn,  love,to  me; 
<>  sweet  is  the  bliss,  my  dear  Betty, 

To  Hv~  :o  the  hlihk  o'  thine  e V  . 
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Ol'l'HOV  HA  Si'  SEEJT  T'HF  LILY*  FAIR? 


OJ  thou    hast    seen     the     li_lv    fair,    All    bafh'l      in      mor  _  nflM* 


r 


3^- 


<lew?     And    thou    hast    seen    the    love  _ly  rose,    Just    op   _ning-    to     the    vif  v.? 
—M  m  §£LA 


[Jr  r  [fir  cb 


nirj..rjHliqjj  j,  ^igifes 

_     ....  .,.  .         T         •  .  . 


Tlx     li  —1)"   bafh'd   in   mor_ning  dew,    The    rose    so       fair     to     see,  Ai 


# 


not    more    pure  than   her   1    love,,  Are    not    more    fair    than  thee 


But  «so<»n  before  time's  withering  blast, 

The  rose  and  lily  fade; 
Nor  eVn  will  beauty  ti.ach  as  thine 

Outlive  its  darkening  hhade. 
Yet  there  is  that  within  thy  breast 

"Will  ruthless  time  defy, 
A  mind      «ill  bloom  when  beauty  fades, 

"Hill  f.(.!iri«.h  in  yon  »ky. 

II  (H)  n    A.YD  FAIRLY  > 


Oh!  what  b^d  I    a_do    for    to  mar. 


Oh:^  what  njo  i  a. 
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naething-  but  sack  and  ca_na_ry;    I    to    her    friends    com  — jdain'd  right  early, 


— u 


KM  j  in  rm£=f 


O,  gin   my  -wife  wou'd  drink,  hoo  — ly  and     fair_ly.'  Hoo_ly    and     fair  _  ly, 


■  _ ly  and     fair_ly:  Hoo_ly    ana     tair  _  ly 

■f\i  I  C  I  l    4  i 


i 


ho.   -ly  and   fair— ly,  0,g-in    my  wife  wotr'd  drink  hoo— ly  and    fair— ly! 


f^-r-* 


First  she  drank  Crnmmie,  and  syne  she  drank  Garie; 
Now  she  has    druken   my  bonny  grey  niairie, 
That   carried  me  thro'  the  dab  and   the  l.iirie  J 
0,g-in  my  wife   wnu'l   drink   hooly  and  fairly! 

She  has   druken  her  sf  or  kins,  sae  has  she  her  sh'ion , 
And  she  has    druken  her  bonny  new  g-ownj 
Her  wee  bit  dud   sark,  that  co'erd    her   fir'  rarely; 
0,gin  my   wife  wou'd   drink    hooly  and  fairly! 

*  -  " " "»  •*--'  

If  shed  drink  bat  her  ain  things    I  wad   na  mach  care. 
But  she  drinks    my  claiths  that   I   ranna  well  spare; 
To  the   kirk   and  the  market   I  JFaT,£f  fa'  barely, 
0,gin   my  wife   wou'd   drink    ho<7iy  and  fairly! 

The  ttra  grey   mittens    that  g-aed  on   <v,}  hands, 
To   her    neebour  wire  she   has    laid  tlicm  in  pawns; 
My  bane-headed  staff,  that  I   lo'ed  sae  <learly, 
0,g-in  my  wife  wou'd  drink    hoojy  and  (airly! 

If  there's  ony  siller    she  mum   keep  the  parse: 
If  I    seek  bat  a  hauhee,  she'll  scanld  and  she'll  carse; 
She  ^-ang-s  like  a  queen,  I  scrimped  and  sparely: 
0,gin  my  wire  wou'd  drink  tooly  and  fairly! 

I  never  was  given  to   wrangling-   nor  strife, 
Nor  e'er  did  refuse  her  the  comforts  .of  life; 
Eer  it    come   to  a   war  fm  ay  for  *  parley; 

0,gin   my   wife   wou'd   drink    hooly    and  r.«irl\! 

A  pint  wi1  her  cammers    I  wad  her  allow; 
But  when  she  sits  down  she   fills  hersill  Too, 
And  when  she  is   fou  she's  aneo  camstairie; 

O,  gin   my  wife  wou'd  drink    hooly  and  fairly! 

And  when  she  tomes   hame  she  lays  on    the  lads. 
She  .  a's  the  lasses  baith  limmers   and  jads, 
And  I,  my  ain  sell,  an  auld  doited  Carlie; 

0,gin  my  wife   wouVi  drink  hooly   and  fairl>  ! 


'FJtEJTKT*  H*4l 


Qnhair  will  I   lay    my     hede,    Qithair     lay    my     bo  _  die 


4,'.  |  i—ri-i 

downr?  Qtihair_f'« 

I-  V 

r  Da    am    I    deid  , 

Sin' 

wan  _ffr 

■3  K  k 

J  ^  ff.l 

in    1  ben 

e    hnwn?    O '. 

Ma_rie,  xe  war 

 :  i 

fair  _i  er  Than 

ft 

ny        gfowl  or 

g-ear  J  O, 

3^ 

>><>t      my     herte      is      sair  _  or    Than't      lias     bene     mo  _  ny  zoir! 


''O  !  blythsome  was  the  time 

That  I  h'ae  spent  wi'  thee; 
Aft  kiss'd  that  cheik.  o»  thine, 

As  ze  sat  on  my  knee! 
Bnt  ranld  thon  art  now,bairnie, 

0,dull  thy  blinkin  e'e! 
Qtihairfor  do   I  heir  tarry, 

And  oanna  win  to  thee?" 


He  sat  downe  on  a  stane, 
His    liame  was  far  >wa  j 
He  sicht  an'made   a  mane, 
•  An'  siehf,  O,  Krcnet  Ha! 


G  F.'l'  VP  AJfD  BAR  THE  DOOR 
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It      fell      a  _  liout       the       Martin  _  mas        time,  And 


Tlic  wind  sae  canld  blew  south  and  north, 

Ancl  blew  into  tli<   floor,  O  • 
Qnotli  our  g*oodman    to  our  goodwife, 
"Get  np  anrl  bar  the  door,  O'.' 

*My  hand  is  in    my  htissi(_sk.ij>, 
Goodm.i ii ,  i s  ye  may  see,0, 
An  it  shou'd  nachc  harr'd  this  hundred  year , 
Its  no  be  harr'd  lor  me,  ()  '. 

They  made  a  paction  'tween  them  fwa, 
They  made  if  firm  and  sure,0, 


And  first  they  ate  the  white  pudding-*, 
And  then  they  ate  the  blaek,  O; 

Tho'muckle  thought  the  goodwifc  to  hersel, 
Yet  ne'er  a  word  she  spak  ,    O  . 

Th<  D  says  the  fane  onto  the  tifher, 

*'()  now  I'm  uneo  dry,  O; 
The  ainrie  floor  its  stannin  wide, 
Gae  see  what  ye  fan  spy,  oV 

O  here's  a  bottle  o'  Whisky,  tu\ 
Just  ready  to  my  baa1  O; 


 J  — y     mm «» 

Tl..,tfl,r  firsts  ho  shou'd  speak  the  foremostword,   Ye's  drink  to  me,  and  l'se  drink  to  yon, 


Shou'd  rise  and  bar  the  door,  O. 

Then  by  there  came  two  gentlemen, 
At  twelve  o'clock  at  night,  O, 

And  they  could  neither  see  home  nor  hall, 
Nor  coal  nor  candle  light,  O. 

Now,  whether  is  this  *  rich  man's  hoose  ? 

Or  whether  is  it  a  poor,  O?" 
Rttt  never  a  word  wad  ane  o'  them  speak 
.    For  barring  of  the  door.  O  . 


And  soon  we'll  foom  the  Can,  O' 

Then  op  started  our  g-oodman, 
And  an  angry  man  was  he,  O, 
'Vs    pay  for  it  wi'  a  broken  crown, 
That  pries  my  Barley  brie,  O*.' 

Then  up  and  started  oar  good  wife, 
Gied  three  skips  on  the  floor,  O, 

Goodman, youVc  spoken  the  foremost  word. 
Get  up   and  bar  the  door,  O'. 
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EAREJTEEL   MY  DAME  AJfD  MY  RAIftsWIES  TWAl 


**  ******* 
********* 

Here's  to  Charlie,  an'  weel  may  he  be; 

Up, thou  Piper,  an'  loudlie  Maw} 
Tlie  Clans  are  a'  kilted  to  (he  knee, 

An'  soon  they  will  tffrivc  tBffc  Whig's  awa. 

Our  glens  are  deep, an'  our  hills  are  steep, 
Their  airy  summits  are  co'er'l  W>i'  snaw, 

An' the  -white  rose  that  -w  aves  in  Charlie's  bonnet, 
It  never  will  wither,  it  never  will  fa'. 

■•-i»-*.«g-.. 

7'JIE   MA  ID    OF  IS  LAY. 


M  J  J  J:  J  I-  t 
 W-rd  *  1  *  


9  .  0 


Rising  o'er  the   heaving  billow,  Evening  gilds  the  o_eean's  swell, 


~    r  r 


"VV  hi  le  with  thee,on  grassy  pillow,    So_li_tude   T    love  to    dwell.    I,onely,fo  the 


m 


«5I 


w 


sea-breeze  blowing-,  Oft  I  chant  my  lore-lorn  «tramJTothe«treamletrsweerly  flowing. 


"i^^rnn  r  rn  r  rn rj 1 1  r " 


1r 


r    i  FT- 

Murmur  oft  a  lover's  pain.  'Twas  for  her,  the  Maid  of  Is— lay,  Time   flew  o'er  me 


with  joy}  Twas  for  her  »he  cheering- smile  ayeBcam'd  with  rapture  in  my  eye, 


Not   the    tempest  raving  round  me, 

T>ight  ning's  flash,  or  thunder's  roll; 
Not  tlie    ocean's   rage  could  wound  me, 

While  her   Image   fill'd   my  soul. 
Farewell    days  of  purest  pleasure, 

Long  your  loss  my  heart  shall  mourn; 
Farewell    hours    of  bliss,    the  measure, 

Bliss   that    never   can  return. 
Cheerless  o'er  the  wild  heath  wand'ring, 

Cheerless  o'er  the  wave—worn  shore, 
On  the  past  with  sadness  pond'ring, 
Hope's  fair  visions  charm  no  more. 


0 


MARY',  STTEgrEtfr  MAID,  FARF.WKLhl 


Same  Air. 


(Hc)O  Mary,  sweetest  ^maid,  farewell!  (He)  Ve  canna  thole  the  wind  an»  rain, 

Heaved     PeHar      ,,°Wn'f,,raS,OWreCk;  *«r  wander  friendless  far  frac' hame 

He^S!PAOT  J°~>  an"  healyo«rhearf,       Cheer,  cheer  your  heart.some  Heller  s^in 

\a  ;  1 1  ..     ..... ...» 


- ...  ,  .111  ii  (aj  y  f  *  i  i  r  i 

ino'  mine,alas!  I  fear,maun  break 

(M.-)Dearest  lad,what  ills  betide? 

It  Willie  to  his  love  untrue? 
Pledged  this  morn  to  be  your  bride, 
Ati.haeyc!'  hae  ye  faen  the  rue? 

(He) Ye  canna  wear  a  ragged  goww, 

Or  beggar  wed  wi'  nought  ava  ; 
My*>'  art  ',r'Wd,  my  hoi,4e  is  down, 
My  last  sheep  lies  aneafh  the  snaw. 

(She)Tell  na  me  ol  storm  or  flood  s 

ip  °^  •  .''■'  V''  a,sm,,"r,'«  *y<""  the  hill  • 

For  Willie's  sake  I  Willie  loe'd, 

Tho'  poor  ye  are  my  Willie  still  . 


-j    ^    ~  •jv.hiiv     I    II  mil 

Will  soon  blot  o(,f  lost  Willie's  name; 

(She) I'll  tak  my  bundle  in  my  hand, 

And  wipe  the  dew.drap  frac  my  eej 
I'll  wander  wi'ye  o'er  the  land, 
I  11  wander  wi'ye  o'er  the  sea. 

(He)  Pardon,  love,'twas  but  a  snare, 

f  The  Hocks  are  safe, we  needna  pari; 
Id  forfeit  (hem, and  ten  times  mair 
To  clasp  thee,Mary,fo  my  heart.' 

(Shc)How  could  ye  wi'  my  feelings  sport, 

Or  doubt  a  heart  sae  warm  and  true; 
I  should  wish  mischief  on  ye  for* 
But  canna  wish  ought  ill  foyoii. 


Ti,„  ! — u — j~n — ■  ,  :  uul  'anna  wish  oup-hf   ill  I 

»he.Mlf  of  the  scTond  siram  must  wnl>  ,„■  Mmg  ,  -  ,„,,,,„„ 3j  ^ 
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Lively 


THE   CAMPBELL  S  ARE  COMIJV9. 

Chorus . 


The  Camp—bells  .ire  com  —  in',  O  —  ho    O_)io!  The  Camp  _  be  lis  arr 


co—mirf,  O— ho,  0_hoJ  The   Camp  _  bells    are     com  _ in'   to     h<>n  _  nie  Loeh_ 


» — r 


le_vt-n;  The  Camp_bells  are  oom_ in',0_ho ,  O_ho!       tTp*.on     flic   Lo_mons  I 


PS 


-j  n  hn 


p 


iy,  I   lay,   TJp_ on  the  Ln_mnns  I   lay,    I    lay;    1    look  —ed       down  fo 


bon_nie    Loch  —  le  _ ven ,  And   saw   three   bon_nie  perch  _es  play. 


End  with 
the  Chorrrs. 


Great  Argyle  he  goes  before, 
He  maks  his  cannons  and  guns  to  roar, 
"WP  sound  o'  trumpet,  pipe,  and  drum , 
The  Campbells  are  comin'  Oho,  Oho ! 
Tlie  Campbells  y  Are. 


Tlie  Campbells  they  are  a'  in  arms, 
Their  loyal  faith  and  truth  to  show; 
Wi'  banners  rattling-  in  the  wind, 
Tlie  Campbells  are  comin', Oho,  Oho! 
The  Campbells,  Src . 
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0,  WEEL'S   ME  OJV  MY"  AMV  MAJT. 


w     ■     ■      «    ,   ■              ■  N  

MM 

■l?v  mo  <in  my  ai 

n  man, my  ain  ma 
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n,  my  ain  man  J  O  wools  me  on  my 

1  r  ■'  *~~ t  j.  f — 
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ain  jfudeman!  He'll  ay  be  welcome  hame.      I'm  wae  I  hlam'd   him  yes_Jcr_nigfct,  For 


f5^ 


T 

now  my  heart  .is  fcath-jer  light,    For  g^owd    I     wad  —  na    pie    the     sight,  I 


see  him  linkin  owr-e  the  height-.    O,  weels  me  on  my  ain  man!  My  ain    man,  my 
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l|    jiff  r 

r  nrj  r  uj 

mi 

n;  O, 

weels  me  on   my   ain  gude  ma 

n»    He'll   ay   he  welcome  ban 

le. 

■           f      ■  --4-  ^ 

+  1 

H 

Rin,  Jeanio,  bring-  fho  Kohhiick  hen. 
An'  fin'  aneath  the   spreckl'd  hen; 
Meg,  rise  and  sweep  about  the  fir*  , 
Syn  cry  on    Johnnie  frac  flit-  hyr<  • 

For  wool'   me  on  my   nin  man! 

My  ain  man,   my  ain  man; 

For  weels   me  on  my  .tin  g-ude  man) 

I  see   him  rinnin  hame. 


o4 


G09  BRING  TO  .MF.  A  PINT'  O'  ALE. 


sfa          1   .  E 
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Go,  bring    to    me    a  pin 

Njj  J, 

>'    ale,  Tfc 

at    I  tn 
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mm 

rink  the 

health     o'   An_nie;    An'     evt.  ry    ane,    be_fore    I    sail,    Maun    drink  to 
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cr    that's    gTiid    an1    bon_nie.  Ye 
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fant  i  be,  But 
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I      ken      wcel ,       I      ne'er      tan      al  —  ter^  She 
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My  Mifher  greets  to  part  wi>  me, 

But  lander  here  to  bide  I  canna ; 
Tlie  'lassie's  wae  T  too  ran  see, 

Tho'  ne'er  a  word  she  says,  my  Annie. 
Fareweel,  fareweel,a'  I  lo'e  dear  ! 

Grit's  my  heart, and  maist  I  falter: 
Nae  rest,  nac  joy  will  1  i ^lil  on  me, 

Till  I  return  to  Annan  Water. 


AJWAJV  WAl'ER. 


Z5 

Same  Air 


Annan  Water's  wading-  deep, 

And    my    love  Annie's  wond'rous  bonnie; 
And  I    am    lai?h  she  suld  weet  her  feet, 

Because    I    luvc   her  best  of  ony. 
"Gar  saddle  me  tlie  bonny  Mack; 

Gar  sa<idle  sune,  and  make  him  ready; 
For  I  will   down  the  Gatehope—slack , 

And   a1  to  see  my  bonny  L.ady. 

He  has   loupen    on  the  bonny  black, 

He  stirr'd    him  wi'  the    spur  right  sairly; 
But,  or  he  wan    the  G-atehope  — slack, 

I  think  the  steed  w.is  wac   and  weary. 
He  has  loupen    on  the  bonny  gray, 

He  rade   the  right   gate  and    the  read\: 
I  trow  he  wad   neither  stint   n*nf- stay, 

For  he  was    seeking   liis    bonny  Lady. 

0  he  has  ridden    owre    field    and  fell, 

Thro'  muir  and    moss,  and   mouy  a  mire; 
His  spurs   o'  steel  were   sair   to  bide, 

And    frac   her    fore  —  feet    flew  the  fire, 
"Now  bonny   grey,   now  play    your  part! 

Gin  ye  be  the   steed   that  wins  my  dory, 
Wi*  corn    and   hay  yo'se  be  fed    for   ay  <  , 
And    never   spur   sail    mak  ye  wearicV 

The    grey  was   a    marc,  and  a  right  gud<  Bare, 
but  whajl  site  wan   the  Annan  Water, 

She  could   na  hare   ridden   a   furlong  mair, 

Had   a    thousand  marks   been  wadded  at  her. 
"O  boatmen,   boatmen,  pit   aff  your  boat! 
Pit   aff  your  boat    for  gowden  monie! 

1  cross   the    drumlie  stream  the  night, 

Or  never  mair    I    see  my  honey!' 

V)  I   was    sworn   sae    late  yestreen, 

And  not    by  ae   aifh,  but  by  many; 
And   for  a'   the  gowd  in  fair  Scotland, 

1    dare  na  tak  ye  through  to  Annie'. 
O  he   has   pou'd  aff  his   drapperpy  coat, 

The  silver  buttons  glanced  bonny; 
The   waistcoat    bursted    aff  his  breast, 

He   was    sae    full    o'  melancholy. 

He   has    ta'en   the   ford    at    that   stream  tail, 

I  wot  he  swam  baith    strong-  and  steady; 
But  the   stream  was  braid  ,  and   his  strength  did  fail. 

And  he  ne^er  saw  his  bonny  Lady. 
"O    wae   betide    the    frush    saugh  wand! 

And   wac  betide   the     hush  o<  brier, 
If  brake    into    my   true    lov<\s  hand 

Wh»  n   his  strength  did  fail,  and  his  limbs  did  fire. 

And  wae  betide  ye,  Annan  Wafer, 

This  night   that  yc  arc  a  drunilic  ri\<r'. 

For  o\cr  (hee    I'll  build  a  bridge, 

That  ye   never  mair  true  love  may  sever?' 
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jmr  Torn  Eft's  /'he  zewel. 


O  meikle  thinks  my  Kogrve  *»'  my  beanty,  And  meikle  thinks  my  T^u\e 
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o»  my  kin;  Rut   lit_tle  thinks    my  L.uve  I  ken  braw_lie,    My  to_cher's  the 

M  F  >if  ■     r  ripr  r  ,ir==i 
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lad  _  die's  sae 
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i_kle  in  love  wi>  the  sil_ler,  He    can_na    hae  love  to    spare    for  me 


Your  proffer  o'  Iirve's   an  airle-penny, 

My  tof  hers    the  bargain  ye  wad  by; 
But   an  ye  be   eraffy,   I    am  ounnin  , 

Sao  ye  wi'  anither  your  fortune  maun  try. 
V'e're  like   to  'he  timmcr  o'  yon  rotten  wood, 

W're  like  to  the  bark  o'  yon  rotten  tree, 
Y<?U   slip  frar   me    liko  a    knofless  thread, 

And  ye'll  crack  your  credit  wi'  mae  nor  me. 


MY*  BOJW/E  MARY* 
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Go  bring-     to    me    a     pint    «>'    'wine,    And     fill      it       in  a 


to    my    boil  _  nie    las  — sie.     The    boat    rocks     at    the    Pier     <>'    Leith  ,  Fo' 


^Tj~~J'~T~JTp  I  .1     1  1  j 
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loud     Hie    wind    blaws    frae     the     Fer  _  ry ,    The      Ship     rides      by  the 
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*y  r  r      r     r       4-  ™  " 


t     r  r 

Rf  r_wirk     Lavr,    And    I     matin      leave      my     Ron  —  nic     Ma  _  ry  . 


w 


The   trnmpets  sound,    the  banners  fly, 

The  g-litt'ring  spears  are  ranked  ready- 
Die   shouts   o>   war    are    heard  afar, 

The    battle   closes,  deep    and    bloody  ! 
It's    not     the    roar     o'     «.ca,  or     shore  , 

Wad   mak    me    linger    wish    to    tarry  ; 
Nor   shouts    ©'  war,    that's    heard  afar, 

It's    leaving-   thee,    my   Bonnie  Mary. 


FARE  THEE  WE  EL,  THOV  FIRST'  AJVD  FAIREST", 


Slow  and 
Tender. 


Fare  thee  weel, thou  first  and  fairest:  Fare  thee  weel,thou  best  and  dearest 


3=#=1=#1 
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Thine  be  H_ka    joy    and    treas_ure,    Peace,  en _joy_ment,  love,  and  pleasure. 
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fnHfii  pfUri  jir/p  Jin  iji  jii- 


Deep  in  heart—wrung'  tears        pledge  thee,  Warring  sighs  and  groans  I^l  wage  thee. 

E*   -■—    -  '  ' 


Wha  can  say  that  fortune  grieves  him, 
While  a   ray   of   hope   she    leaves  him? 
But  nae-cheerfn'  twinkle  lights  me, 
Dark  despair  around    benights  me. 
Had  we  never  lov'd    sac  kindly, 
Had  we  never   lov'd    sae  blindly, 
Never  met  __or  never  parted, 
We  had    ne'er   been   broken —hearted . 


fare  Thee  weel,  Thou  first  ajv*d  fairest!  2dset. 


Slow  and 
Tender. 


«  # 


fc'.irt  tlicc  weel, thou  first  and  fairest!  Fare  thee  weel, thou  best  and  dear-est! 
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Thine  be  il-ka  joy  and  treas_trre,     Peace,  en— joy- mcnt ,    love,  and    pleas _orc. 


I'll   ne'er  1)1 


ame  my  par_tial    fan— cy,    Nae_thing   could    re_sist    my    Nan  —  cy$ 


But    to     see     her    was     to    love   her,    Love   but     her,     and    love    for  ev_er. 


Chorus . 


*^ — • 


* — t 
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Fare  thee  weel,  thou   first  and   fair—estl    Fare  thee  weel,  thou    best   and  dear— .est  / 

J  ^  r  % 
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Thine  be  il— ka  joy  and  treas— ure,    Peace,  <gn— joy_ment,  love,  and  |>leas_uro. 


Wha  can   say  that   fortune  grieves-  him, 
While  a  ray  of  hope   she   leaves  him? 
But  nae  cheerfu1  twinkle  lights  me, 
Dark  despair  around    benights  me. 
Fare  thee  weel,  Arc. 


Had  we  never  lov'd  sac  kindly, 
Had  we    never    lov'd    sae  blindly, 

Never   met   or  never  parted, 

Wo  had    ne'er  been    broken— hearted. 
Fare  thee  w  e<  I  •  &c  . 
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-She re's  my*  i'hvmb  vll  jteeb  beguile  Tbee 
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"Wil  _  lie      stray      ing,      Drift      or      chanee     no      mat  _  ter     whe  _  ther, 


Thus,  we     know,    he     rea_son'd    v«ith     her!       "My  dear   Bess,  let    love  fn. 
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lave    re_gard    it,     Syne    for   its      faith  —  fill    _  ness      re  _  ward  it. 
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"Dearest  maid  !  nay,  do  not  fly  me  ; 
Let  your  pride  no  more  deny  me; 
Never  doubt  your  faithful  Willie; 
There's  my  thumb,  I'lJ  ne'er  beguile  Ihee. 
Oh,     dear  lassie!  tis  but  daffin 
To  hand  your  wooer  ay  niff  naffin, 
That,  na,na,  I  hate  if  vilely; 
Oh, say  yes, and  fll  ne'er  beguile  thee. 


SWEET'  AJWIE  FRAE  THE  SEA-BEACH  CAME. 
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Sweet  Annie  frae  the  sea-beach  came,"Where  Jock_y  speel'd  the  vessels 


*  *  ±  + 


m 


side;  Ah!  wha  can  keep  their  heart  at  hame,  "When  Jocky's  tost  a-toon  the  tide. 


mm 


Far  aff  to  dis_tant  realms  he  gang's,  "Vet  Fll  prove  true,  as  he   has   been,  And 


^  i  r  u  i 
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when  ilk  lass   a_bout  him  thrangs,  He'll  think  on  An_nie  his  faith_fu'  ain, 


Blaw  saft,  ye  gales,  round  Jocky's  head, 

And  gar  your  waves  be  calm  and  still ; 
His  hameward  sail  with  breezes  speed, 

And  flinna  a'  my  pleasure  spill. 
"What  tho'  my  Jocky's  far  away, 

Yet  he  will  braw  in  siller  shine-: 
I  II  keep  my  heart  anither  day, 

Since  Jocky  may  again  be  mine. 

O    MARY!  I    HAD   KJTOWJV  THEE   LOJVG.     Same  Air. 


0  Mary  !  I  had  known  thee  long, 
Amid  «he  gay,  the  thoughtless  throng, 
Where  mien  leaves  modesty  behind, 
And  manner  takes  the  place  of  mind: 
Where  woman,  tho' delightful  still, 
Quils  N ..fare's  ease  for  Fashion's  skill, 
Hides «hy  the  gaudy  gloss  of  art, 
Tlx    simple  beauty  of  her  heart  . 


And  born  to  lift  our  souls  to  heaven, 
Strives  for  the  gaze  despised  when  given, 
Forgets  her  being's  godlike  power 
To  shine  fhe  wonder  of  an  hour: 
Oft  had  T  sigh'd  to  think  that  thou, 
An  Angel  fair,  could  stoop  so  low- 
Regret  rose  from  ihy  causeless  mirth 
That  Heaven  could  thus  be  stain'd  by  Farfh. 
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J«v|in  Anderson, my  Jo,  John,  When  \\<  \\trv  first  Acquaint,  Vour 


o_i  ii  iji 


locks  were  like  the    ra„ven,  Your    hon—ny    brow     was  brent; 


But 


P 


P 
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your    brow    is     bald,     John,    Your  locks    are    like  th 


e  nilWi 


But 


P 


Hi'  i,I  ifi 


bless —ings    on    your    fros  _ty   pow,    John   An_der_son,  my  J". 


 LslI  .—I  
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John  Anderson,my  jo,  John, 

We  elamb  the  hill  the  (gather, 
And  mony  a  o an ty  day,  Jobn, 

We've  had  wi'  ane  anither  ; 
Now  we  maun  totter  down,  John; 

But  hand-in— hand  we'll  go, 
And  sleep  the  gither  at  the  foot, 

John  Anderson,  my  jo  . 


LJlJfT>  OF  MY*  FATHERS. 


With  Spirit 
&  F<  i  ling 


i 


Land  of  my  Fathers!  though  no  mangrove  here  Ocr  thy  blue  streams  licr 
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flexile  branch™  rear,   Nor  scanty   palm   her  fin-gcrVf  scion*  shoot,  Nor  las_ clous 


^  I   J    II   '    I  P 
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gitava  wave  her  yellow  fruit,      Nor  gol_dcn  apples      glimmer  from  the  tree; 
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I. ami  of  dark  heaths  and    mountains,  thon    art    free!     Free  as   his   F^ord  the 


s 


f 


\  m  riirrnnppr 


peasant  treads  the  plain,  And  heaps  his  harvest  on   the    groan__tng  wain. 


Proud  of  his  laws,  tenacious  of   his  right, 
And  vain  of  Scotia's  old    unconquer'd  might: 
Dear  native  vallies!  may  ye  long  retain 
The  chartcr\)    freedom   of  the   mountain  swain; 
Long,  mid  your  sounding  glades, in  union  sweet, 
May  rural  innocence  and  heauty  meet^ 
Antl  still  he  duly    heard,  at  twilight  calm, 
From  every  cot  the  peasanfs  chaunted  psalm! 

Then,  Jedworth,  thouffh  thy  ancient  choirs  shall  fade, 
And  time  lay  hare  each  lofty  colonnade  , 
From  the  damp  roof   the  massy  sculpt  tires  die, 
And  in  their  vanlts  thy  rifted    arches  Mcf 
Still  in  these  vales  shall  Angel    harps  prolong, 
By  Jcds  pure  stream   a   sweeter  cv'riing  song* 
Than  long  processions,  once,  with  mystic  zeal, 
Pourd  to  the  harp   and   solemn  organ's  peal. 

jfc  The  old  Ahhey  at  Jedburgh. 
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Oh!  send   Lew_ie  Gor_.don  hlnfe,  And  the  lad  I  winjja  name; 


Tho'  his    back    he    at    the    wa',     Here's      to       him       that's       far     a— wa. 


m 


Tenore. 


("horns  • 


Oh  hon!  my  High_  land—man  !  Oh  my  bon_nie  High  land  _  man  ! 
Treble,  v 


iij  f  r  r  r  r  i 


Oh     hon!     my     High —land— man !    Oh   my    bon_nie    High—  land  _  man  ! 

...      P  ■  r    v  -  K 


Weel  won'd  I  my  true   love    ken    A— mang    ten    thou— sand  High  — land  _mcn , 


Oh!  to  see  his  tartan— trews , 
Bonnet  blue,  and  laigh— heel'd  shoes; 
Philabeg  aboon  his  knee*, 
That's  the  lad  that  I'll  gang-  wi: 
Oh  hon  !  Jbe. 


The  Frincely  youth  that  I  do  sjng, 
Is  fitted  for  to  be  a  king; 
On  his  breast  he  wears  a  star, 
You'd  take  him  for  the  god  of  war. 
Oh  hon  !  Arc. 


Oh!  to  see  this  Princely  One, 
Seated  on  a  royal  throne^ 
Disasters  a' would  disappear; 
Then  begins  the  Jub'leeyear. 
Oh  hon!  Am  . 


4.5 


I   wish    I  ken'd   my  Mag_gie's    mind.   If    she's  for  me  or 


j  jj  1 1  M  J  Jill 


Tjm  _  my ;  To    me     she     is     but      pas  _  sing     kin<J,      She's      cauld  _  er 


'»  J  U  I  f  1 


ill,        If       I        he  _  licve       her     Gran_ny;      0,    sure     she     maun  b< 


■Hf  Elf 
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wond'_  rons    nice,      If     she'll      neifh  _  er     hae     me     nor     Tarn  _  my. 


I've  spiefd  her  am  e  ,lVe  spier'd  her  twice.    But  if  she's  a  fuil,and  lightlies  me, 


And  still  she  says  she  carina; 
Hi  fry  her  again,  and  that  maks  thrice, 

And  thrice,they  say,  is  canny. 
Wi'  him  she'll  hae  a  chaise  and  pair, 

me  she'll  hae  shanks— naggie  ; 
He  ■  auld  and  black,  I'm  young'  and  fair? 
She'll  snrely  ne'er  fak  Tammy. 


I  sc  cVn  draw  up  vri'  Nancy} 
There's  as  guid  fish   in<o  the  §ea 

As  e'er  (jiii  ouf,  I  fancy.. 
And  tho'  I  say't  That  shoii'dna  say't. 

I'm  owre  g<iid  a  match  for  Maggie; 
Sae  in  .k  up  your  mind  without  delay. 
Are  ye  for  me,  or  Tammy.1' 
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BUSK  Y"E9  BUSK  Y"E . 


Busk   ye,    husk    ye,  my    bon—ny    bride,  Busk  ye,  bask  yc,iny 

VWff  r  Vicre-r  f[ri jjj 


win  —  some    mar  _  row;        Busk     ye,  busk    ye    my,  boil— ny  bride, And  let  us 
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hraes    of  Yar—row. 
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Tbere    will  *we    sport  and 
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Dan_ting,  while   lav'_rocks   sing-       in  the  morning?  There  learn  frae  tor  _  tics 


3 


i 


to   prove  true;    O  Bell,    ne'er    vex     me    with    thy    scorn  _  ing 


6 


w 


To  westlin  breezes  Flora  yields, 

And  when  the  beams  are  kindly  warming, 
ni\iline»s  appears  o'er  all  the  fields, 

And  nature  looks  more  fresh  and  eharming. 
Learn  frae   the  burns  that  trace  the  mead, 

Tho'  on  their  banks  the  roses  bl"vsom, 
Y<  t  hastily  they  flow  to  Tweed, 

And  pour  their  sweetness  in  his  bosom. 


7  HF    FLOWER  OF  Y.4RROW. 
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Same  Air. 

Tliy    lirat  s    were    bonny,  Yarrow  Stream, 

When  first  on  them  I  met  my  lover  J 
Tliy   braes,  how   dreary,  Yarrow  stream', 

When   now  tby  waves   his   body  cover  I 
For  ever  now,.  O  Yarrow  stream! 

Thou    art    to    me  a    stream  of  sorrow; 
For  never   on    thy  banks    shall  I 

Behold   my   love,  (he  flower  of  Yarrow. 

He  promised  me    a   milk— white  steed 

To   bear    me    to   his    father's  bowers", 
He  promised  me    a    little  page 

To    squire  me  to   his   lather's    towers  ; 
He  promised    me    a    wedding— ring-, 

The  wedding—day  was  fixed  to— morrow; 
Now  he    is    wedded  to   his  grave, 

Alas!  his  watery  grave's  in  Yarrow . 

Sweet  were  his  words  when  last   we  met, 

My  passion  I   as  freely  told  him; 
Olasp'd   in  his  arms,    I  little  thought 

That    I    should  never  more  behold  him. 
Scarce  was  he  gone,  I  saw  his  ghost, 

It  vanished  with  a   shriek  of  sorrow! 
Thrice  did  the  water  wraith  ascend, 

And  gave  a  doleful  groan  thro'  Yarrow! 

His  mother  from  the  window  looked, 

With  all   the  longing  of  a  mother; 
His   little    sister,  weeping,  walked 

The  greenwood  path  to  meet  her  brother. 
They   sought  him  east,  they  sought  him  west, 

They  sought   him  all  the  forest  thorough; 
They  only  saw  the  cloud  of  night, 

They   only  heard  the  roar  of  Y.;rrow. 

No   longer    from   thy   window  look, 

Thou  hast  no  son,  thou  tender  mot  her  j 
No  longer  walk,  thou  lovely  maid, 

Alas!  thou  hast   no  more  a .  brother; 
No  longer  seek  him  east  or  west, 

And  search   no  more  the  forest  thorough, 
For,  wandering   in  the  night   so  dark, 

He  fell  a  lifeless   corse  in  Yarrow. 

The  tear  shall   never   leave   my  check, 

No  other  youth  shall   he  my  marrow; 
I*1!!  seek  thy  body  in  the  stream, 

And  then  with  thee  I'll   sleep  in  Yarrow! 
The  (t  ir  did    never   leave  her  cheek, 

No  other  youth   became  her  marrow; 
She  found    his    body  in   the  stream, 

And   now  with  him  she  sleeps  in  Yarrtiwj 
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ShrilJIy  shriek*!  the  raging  wind, And  rudely  blew  the  hlast;  Wi' 


N  N 
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awsnmt  h!ink,thro'  the  dark  ha'  The    speed_y   light  _ning    past.  "Oh! 


N      N.N      N  N 
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hear    ye     nae,  frae     mid    the    .loch,'    A  —  rise-    a     dead_ly  grane?Sae 

*  u+i  •     t  i  -r  = 


er.er    does    the     spi  _rit    warn,   "When    we     sum    dethe    maun  mane. 


UI  feir,  I  feir  me,gude  Sir  John  , 
Ve  are  nae  safe  wi'me; 
What  wae  wald  fill  my  heart,gin  ye 
Shou'd  in  my  castle  dee. " 

*Ye  need  nae  feir, my  Ladye  diir, 

I'm  ay  safe  when  wi'  thee, 
And  gin  I  maun  nae  wi'  thee  live, 
I  here  wad  wish  to  dee  .' 

His  man  cam  running  to  the  ha' 

Wi'  wallow  cheek  belvvc; 
''Sir  John  Mont eifh,your  faes  <rc  near, 
And  ye  maun  flee  or  strive  [' 


What  count  syne  lead  the  cruel  knit 

"Three  spiermen  to  your  ane-. 
I  reddye^flie,  my  master  deir, 
Wi'  spied,  or  ye'll  he  slain?' 

"Tak  ye  this  gown,  my  dear  Sir  John, 
To  hide  your  shining-  mail*, 
A  boat  waits  at  the  hinder  port, 
Owre  the  braid  loch  to  sail. 

"Oh!  whatten  a  piteous  shriek  was  yon, 

That  soughed  upon  my  eir?" 
'Nae  piteous  shriek,  I  trow,  L,adyc, 
But  the  rough  blast  ye  heir! 


They  »ochf  the    castle  till  the  morn, 
Wban  they  were  bown  to  gac; 

They  saw   the  float   furn'd     on  the  Loch 
Sir  John?!  corse  on  the  brae. 


t'HE   BRAES  O'  BALQl //HER. 
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Will  ye  go,  I^s_sie,gn,To  Hie  braes   of   Bal  _<pii  _tlrer?  Where  the 


a_j  j;  j>i  ,  j-^^^-^ij-:- 


blae  ber_ries  grow  'Mang  the  l>on_nie  Highland   heather.  Where  the  deer  ami  ttn 
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rae,L.ight_ly  sport  —  ing  the _ gcth_er,   Sport    the   latig'  sim_mer  <la\     "Many  tin 
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I  will  twine  thee  a  how'r 

By  the  elear  siller  fountain. 

Anil  I'll  cover  it  o'er 

Wi'  tlie  flow'rs  o'  the  mount  am. 
Will  ye-  go,  Are . 

I  will  range  thro'  the  wilds, 

\nd  the  deep  glens  sac  drearv-j 
And  return  wi'  their  spoils 
To  the  bow'i  o'  my  dearS  . 
Will  ye  go,  Ac. 

When  the  rude  wintry  yvi\t* 

Idly  raves  round  our  dw  i  Ming, 

And  th<    roar  of  the  lin 

On  the  night  hreeze  is  swelling, 
Will  ye  gr.,  ,v-<  . 


So  merrily   we'll  sing', 

As  (he  storm  rattles  oVr  us, 
'Till  the  dc.«r  sheeling  ring 

Wi'  the  light— liltinu  chorus. 
Will  yt  go,  &,  . 

Now  th<   summer  is  in  prime, 

Wi'  die  flowers  richly  hloofliJng', 

Ami  the  wild  mountain  thj  me  • 
A'  the  moorl.uxls  p«rliini'oo 
Will  ye  go,  Arc. 

To  onr  dear  native  scenes 

Let  tis  journey  l"grtl*i, 
Where  ylad  innocence  ic'o,  s 

'Mang  the  braes  o'  ll.d<|u  tdt  !n  •. 
Will  yc  go,  \  t  . 


FOE  Ay  '/HA/',  AJVD  A9  'fHA  7'. 
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Is    there,  for      lion  _  est     po_vcr_ty,  Wha     hangs   Jiis    hr  ad  ,  and 


slave, 


que/  f.  ect  ^^H^U-^-M 


a'    (hat  .     For    a'    that,    and  a'  that,   Our    toils    obiscure    and     a'  tliat  ;  The 


rank     is     hut      the    gum  _  ea      stamp,    The    man's    thr    g-owd     for     a'  that 


What  thcP  011   liamely    fare  we  dine, 

"Wear  hoddin  grey,  an'  a'  that; 
Oie  fools  their  silks,  aiT  knaves  their  wine, 

A  man's  a  man   for   a1  tliat; 
For  a'  that,  an1  a'  that, 

Their  tinsel  show,  an'  a'  that? 
The  honest   man,  though  e'er  sae  poor, 

Is  chief  »'  men     for  a"1  that. 

Ye  see  yon   birkic,  ca'd    a  lord, 

"Wha   struts,  an1  stares,    an1  a'  that; 
Tho'  hundreds  worship  at  his  word, 

M<\  hut   a  roof  for  a"1  that: 
For  ,*  tliat.  an"1  a1  that, 

His  ribband,  star,  an1  a'  tliat, 
Id.    man  oi  independent  mind 

fan  look  an*  laugh  a<   »1  that. 


A  King  ran   mak    a  belted  Kniglit, 

A  Marquis,  Duke,  and  a1  th.it; 
But  an  honest  man's  ahoon  his  might, 

Gude  faith,  he  manna  fa1  that, 
For  a'  that,  an1  a'  that, 

Their  dignities,  an'  a1  that, 
The  pith  o<  sense,  an'  pride  o'  worth, 

Are  higher  ranks  then  a'  that. 

Then  let  us  pray  that   come  it  may, 

As  come  it  will  for  a'  that, 
That   sense  an'  worth,  o'er  a'  the  earth, 

May  hear  the  gn  c  ,  an'  a'  th..t. 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that, 

It's  coming  yet,  for  a1  that, 
That   man  to  man,  the  warld  o'er, 

Shall    brothers   l>e  for  a'  that. 
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O   GEORDIK    RE1GJTS   1^  JAMIE'S  sYEAd! 

Same  Ah 

O  Geordie   reigns    ill    J. unit's  stead! 

*~f'-  :T*'  »      T.  tl  • '  '  "*'>;/:  'J  V 

griev'd,  but   scorn     to  sha'  thatj 

1*11   no  cast  down,  nor   hang  my  head, 

On   Rebel  Whigs    for   a'  that. 
And   a'  that,  and   a'  that,  ! 

And   thrice   as    mickle  as  a'  that, 
I'll  no  cast  down,  nor  hang  my  bead, 

On   Rebel  "Whigs   for  ai  that. 


But   still   1*11   trust  in  Providence, 
And  ay  Fll    laugh   at   a'  that,  . 

And  sing    he's  owre  the  hills  the  night, 
That  I  lo'e  weel   for  a'  that. 
And  a'  that,  &rc. 

He's    far  beyond    Killabrae  the  night 
That    1  loV  weel   for  a'  that; 

He  wears  a  Pistol  on    bis  side, 

Th.il   maks     me  blyth   for   a1  that. 
Ami        that,  &c. 

The  Highland   Coat,  and  Philabeg, 
The  Tartan  trew$,  and  a'  that, 

He  wears,  that's  owre  the   hills  the  night » 
That   1*11  go  wi',  for  a'  that. 
And  a'  that,  Sec . 


He  wears   a   broad  Sword  by  his  side, 
He  kens  weel    how   to  draw  that^ 

The  Target   and    the  Highland  plaid, 
The  shoulder  belt,  and  a'  that. 
And   a'  that,  &:c. 

A  bonnet    bound    wi1  ribbons  blue, 
The  white  cockade,  and   a1  that, 

He  \«->_ar.s,  that  owre   the  hills    this  nights 
That   1*11  gae  wi',  for  a1  (hat. 
And  :fl  that,  Ate. 

The  Whigj  they  think  that  Willies  mine, 
But  'deed   they  mauna   fa'  that; 

They  think  our   hearts  will    be  cast  down, 
But  we'll  be  blyth  for  a'  that. 
And  a'  that,  Arc. 


For  a'  your  powder'l  perri_wigs, 

And  a1  your  muslin  cravats, 
And  a'  yoar  fifteen   hundred  marks, 

You'll  no  be  King  for  a1  that. 
And  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

And  thrice  as  mickle  as  a'  that, 
He's  coming  down    abooD  Dunkeld, 

Will   be  our  King    for  a1  that. 
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o  sTaTely  sTood  The  barons  ha\ 


if 


■  -  WW 


F  1 

O  stately  stood  the  Ba_rons  ha',  His  L,a_dy  fair  as  on_y$  Her 

>   A  — * 


3f 

gTace_fii'  mein  was    like    a    Queen,  Her    smile  it  dim_pled  l»i'n_me.  Hie 


A 

J 

1  1 

•  1 

i  ! 

■n 
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lieir  <>f  a'   tlie  Ba_rons  wealth,  A     man_ly    bairn      was  ■    lie,    .()  ,  Ami 


ave     he'd      rin,    and     v'^y     1>i^     lane,  A_neath    the    greenwood  tree,  O 


lint  wae,wac  w  as   the  heavy'  mane  , 

Gaed  thro'  that  Castle  ha',  O, 
When  gloamin  ram,  ae  simmers  e'en, 

Young-  Ronald  was  awa,  O. 
They  sought  him  east ,  they  sought  him  west , 

O  north  an<l  south  the}   sought  him, 
And  noble  was  the  offered  boon 

To  them  that  w  ad  bar  brought  him . 

The  T^ady  pined,  her  check  grew  wan, 

The  wound  was  past  a'  (  m  ill', 
And  the  bow<  l -s  whar  lirst   Sh<  fostered  him. 

Were  past  her  hearts  endurin1. 
The  lovin  Lord  Wl'  tender  (are 

Tool,  Iter  to  w  ander  far,  O , 
And  the  only  thought  ere  dried  her  I  <  , 

Flew  aboon  the  mornin  star,o! 


Her  feckless  frame  could  little  bide, 

Slow  turned  the  tardy  wheels, O, 
They  saw  a  nut— brown,  bonny  boy, 

Fast  rinnin  at  their  heels,' O. 
\Stay,  Faither,  Mither,stay  for  me! 

[  fl  never  never  leave  ye !  

It  was  na  me  that  gaed  awa, 

'Twas  the  gypsies  took  me  frae  ycV 

Now,  tell  wha  may,  their  joy  that  day, 
Wha  ne'er  thought   joy  to  mcet,0; 

Fresh  roses  budded  on  her  cheek, 
And  her  smile  it  dimpled  sw  ret,  O. 

Frac  green  wood  bowers,  and  stately  tow  <  rs, 
Nac  inair  th< y  wandered  <ar,0, 

And  their  crratefn'  lays,  o'  joy  and  I >r.ii , 
Flew  aboon  the  mornin  star,  O. 


AGAIN  REJOICING  NATURE 
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A —gain    re  _  joic  —  ing 


i  _  tare    sees     Her    robe    as_suuie  its 


_  nal     hues;      Her      leaf  y       locks     wave      in     the      breeze,  All 


Maw,    In   vain    to     me     the    vi'_  lets     springs      In     vain      to      me,  i 
-0  1  ,  n  1  I  9  • 


mm 


The  merry  ploughboy  cheers  his  team, 

'VVi'joy  thctentie  seedsman  stalks; 
Bat  life  to  file's  a  dreary  dream, 

A  dream  of  ane  that  never  wauks . 
The  shepherd  sfeeks  his  faulting  slap, 

And  o'er  the  moorlands  whistles  shill, 
VW wild,  uneu,nal,wand'ring  step 

I  meet  him  on  the  dewy  hill. 


But  when  the  lark,  'tween  light  and  dark 

Blyf  h  waukens  by  the  daisies  side, 
And  mounts  and  sings, on  flitt'ring  wings, 

A  wae  worn  ghaist,  I  hameward  glide. 
Come,  winter,  wi' thine  angry  howl, 

And  raging  bend  the  naked  tree, 
Thy  gloom  will  soothe  my  cheerless  sou  I 

"When  Nature  all  is  sad  like  me  . 
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The  flowers  or  The  forest* 


j"  i  i  i  nfpi'i  p  n  nji 


iVc    heard    them     lilt  _  Ing      at        the      ewt  _   milk  _  ing, 


J 

mm 


oiaan..ing     <»n     il_ka    green    loan_ing;  The   flowVs   of  tbc  For _cst  are 


m 


p 


i»    wedo    a —way.         At   blights,    in    the    mor_ning,    nac  blyth   lads  are 


r   r  r 


wyn^nj  nn  j  n  nn  r  r  j  n 


scor  _  ning ;     Lass  _  es    are     lone_  ly,     and     dow_  ic,     and     wae$  Nae 


t — r~r 


<l^ff_ing,   nae  gabb_ing,  hut    sigh_injr   and    sabb_ing;  Ilk    anc  lifts  hor 

-*  *  .  -  9 
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0   li  r- 

i     -r    ^  ^ 

leg 

i  J  t  1 

_lin,    and  h 

•  J 

ies    her    a  _ 

way.       In    lursl,    at     flu      (bear  „  intr,  h-»f 

r  f  f  if  f  f   f  r 
j-,-|^.|U-  I— J  M — L-  i  ).-- 

you 

fhs   now  are 
f 

■  J 

jeer_  ing, 

j  ,  1  r  •  _  j*  j — ^ — 

Band_sters    are    run_kled,     and      iy  _  art,  or 

f 


gray;     At    fair,    or    at    j>reach_!ng,    nae    woo_ing,    nae    fleerh_ing}  The 


1    .  »  P 


flow'rs     of    the    For  _csf      are      a'      wcdo      a_  _waj 


l===i 


mm 


At  <Vn,  in    the  gloaming,  nae  yorrnkers  are  roaming 
'Bout  stacks,  with  the  lasses  .if  bogle  to  |>lay; 

But  ilk  maid  sits  dreary,  lamenting  her  deary  

The  flowers  of  the  Forest  are  weded  away. 

Uool  and  wao  for  the  (wder    sent  our  lads  to  the  border} 
The  English  for  ance  hy  guile  wan  the  day: 
The  flowers  ol  t  he  Forest ,  that  fought  aye  the  foremost, 
The  prime  of  mi  r   land  arc  cauld  in  the  clay. 

We'll  hear  nae  inair  lilting     at  the  ewo-mil  king  , 
Women  and  bairns  are  heartiest  and  wae; 

Sighing  and  moaning   on  ilka  green  loaning  

The  fi  owors  of  f  lit  Fores  t  arc  «t'  wfide  awa^  , 
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VP  AMAJCG  YOJT  CLIFFY  ROCKS, 


N       *  K 


«  r 


Up  a_mang  yon  cliff  _y   rocks,   Sweet  _ly  ring's  the  ris_ing  ec_ho 


1 


i 


tr1  r  ' 


To  the  Maid   that  tends    the    goats,    I^ilt_  ing    uVr     her     na  ..  live  notes. 


Hark,  she  sings, "yotrog    San_dy*s  kind,  An'  he's  pro  _mis1d    aye    to     lo'e  me; 


0 


j 
it 


Here's   a  brotch  -I      ne'er     shall    lync    'Till     he's     fair_  ly     mar.  ried      to  me: 


m 


Drive     a_wa,  ye    drone,  time,    And    bring    a_bont    onr  bri_dal  — day. 


m 


"Sandy  herds  a  flock  o'  sheep, 
Aften  does  he  blaw  the  whistle 
In  a  strain  sae  saftly  sweet, 
Lammiet  list'ning  daro-nae  bleat. 
He's  as  fleet's  the  monntain  roe, 
Hardy  as  the  highland  heather, 
Wading  thro'  the  winter  snow, 
Keeping  ay  his  floeksfhegf  fher ; 

llnl  a  |>laid  wi'bare  knees 

He  braves  the  bleakest  norlin  blast. 


"Brawly  he  can  dance  and  sing 
Canty  gloe,or  highland  cronaehj 
Nane  can  ever  match  his  fling 
At  a  reel,  or  round  a  ring: 
Wightly  can  he  wield  a  rnng; 
In  a  brawl  he's  ay  the  bangster; 
A'  his  praise  can  ne'er  be  snng 
By  the  langest  winded  sangster: 

Sangs  that  sing  o' Sandy 

Seem  short,  f  ho'  they  were  e'er  sae  lang.' 


HIGHLAND  JtARW 
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ads,  and 
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fair  your  flow  rs, Your 

^  1  ft 

wa_ ters  never 
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<]rum_lie!  There 


j1 1  in j  pi  jinu n, -  u i m -r  p  gM  i „ 


ry;  For  there  I  took  the  last  fare_weel    Of  my  sweet   Hig-h_land  Ma_ry 

—W~0  P~ 


But  oh!   fell  death's  untimely  frost, 

That  nipt  my  flower  sae  early! 
Now  green's  the  sod,  and  <auM\  the  <lay, 

That  wraps  my  Highland  Mar)  ! 
And  mouldering'  now  in  silent  dost, 

That  heart  that  lo'ed  me  dearly ! 
But  still  within  my  bosom's  rore 

Shall  live  my  Highland  Mary  . 


5H 


The     Che  „.  va  _lier,     being     void     of     fear,     Did    inarch  up 


f 


r   t       1  1 

Bris_lie    brae,    man,    And   thro'   Tra_nent      e'er     he     did      stent,  As 


p 


rn  p,,i  j  ,nr 


fast     as     lie     could     gaei     man*    "While    G-en'_ral     Cope    did     taunt  and 

Q 


Ml 


p 


*  'I  


mock",    Wi'    mo^ny    a    load     huz  _za,  man;    But    e'er     next      morn       pro  _ 


T\T  i  j-rnfl 


l  Ik-  hrave  Lochiel,  is  I  heard  tell, 

r,ed  Camerons  on  in  clouds,  man; 
["he  morning  fair,  and  clear  the  air, 

They  loos'd  wi' devilish  thuds,  man. 
Down  guns  they  threw,  and  swords  they 

And  soon  did  chace  them  aff,  in.in; 
(>ri  Seaton  Crafts  they  huft  their  chaffs, 

And  gart  them  rin  like  daft,  man. 


The  bluff  dragoons  swore,blood  and  'oonsl 

They'd  make  the  rebels  run,  man, 
And  yet  they  flee  when  them  they  see, 

And  *«vinna  fire  a  gun,  man: 
drew.  They  rurn'd  their  bac  k,  the  foot  they  brake, 

Such  terror  seiz'd  them  a',  man; 
Some  they  roared, and  some  they  grat , 

And  some  for  fear  did  fa',  man . 
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The  Volunteers  prick'd  up  their  ears, 

And  Tovrginthey  were  crouse,  man; 
But  when  the  bairns  sawV  turn  to  earn'st , 

They  were  na  worth  a  lousc,man; 
Maist  feck  gade  hame;  O,  fy  for  shame  ! 

They'd  better  stay'd  awa^man, 
Than  wi'cockade  to  make  parade, 

And  do  nae  good  at  a^man  . 

Monteith  the  great,  in  a  great  fright, 
Un'wares  did  ding  him  o'er,  man, 

Yet  wad  na  stand  to  bear  a  hand, 
But  aff  foil  fast  did  scour,  man, 

Oer  Soutra  hill,  e'er  he  stood  still, 
Before  he  tasted  meat,  man; 

Troth,he  may  brag  of  his  swift  nag, 


He  made  sic  haste,  sae  spurd  his  beast, 

'Twas  little  there  he  saw,  man; 
To  Berwick  rade,  and  falsely  said, 

The  Scots  were  rebels  a',  man: 
But  let  ihaf  end, for  well 'tis  kend 

His  use  and  wont  to  lie,  m.in; 
The  Teague  is  naught,  he  never  faught, 

When  he  had  room  to  flee,  man. 

And  Caddell  dri  st    amang  the  rest, 

With  gun  and  good  claymore,  man, 
On  gelding  grey  he  rode  rhatiway, 

With  pistols  set  before,  man: 
The  cause  was  good,  he'd  spend  his  blood 

Before  that  he  would  yield,  man; 
But  the  night  before  he  left  the  core, 
.  And  never  fac'd  the  field,  man. 


And  Simpson,keen  to  clear  the  een 

Of  rebels  far  in  wrang,ma.n, 
Did  never  strive  wi' pistols  five, 

But  gallop'd  wi  the  thrang,  man; 
He  turn'd  his  back,  and  in  a  crack 

Was  cleanly  out  o'sight,  man, 
And  thought  it  best,  it  was  nae  jest 

Wi' Highlanders  to  fight,  man. 

'Mangst  a'  the  gang,  nane  bade  the  bang 

But  twa,  and  ane  was  tane,  man  ; 
For  Campbell  rade,  but  Myrie  stay'd, 

And  sair  he  paid  the  kain,  nan; 
Fell  (kelps  he  got  was  waur  than  shot, 

.  Frae  the  sharp-edga  claymore,  man; 
Frae  mony  a  spout   came  running  out 
His  reeking-het  red  gore,  man. 

Bat  G-ard'ner  brave  did  still  behave 

Like  to  a  hero  bright,  man ; 
His  courage  true,  like  him  were  few 

That  still  despised  flight,  man; 
For  King, and  laws, and  country's  cause, 

In  honour's  bed  he  lay,  man; 
His  life,  but  not  his  courage,  fled  , 

While  he  had  breath  to  draw,  man. 

And  Major  Bowie,  that  worthy  soul, 

Was  brought  down  to  the  ground,  man; 
His  horse  being  shot,  it  was  his  lot 

For  to  get  mony  a  wound, man: 
Lieutenant  Smith,  of  Irish  birth, 

Frae  whom  hp  call*d  for  aid,  man, 
Being  full  of  dread,  lap  oVr  his  head, 

And  wadna  be  gainsaid,  man. 


But  gallant  Roger,  like  a  sodger, 
Stood,and  bravely  fought,  man; 
I'm  wae  to  tell,  at  last  he  fell. 

But  mae  down  wi' him  brought, man: 
At  point  of  death,wi' his  last  breath, 

(S-jme  standing  round  in  ring,man;) 
On's  back  lying  flat,  he  wav'd  his  hat 
And  cry'd,  &od  save  the  King,  man. 
• ' 

Some  Highland  rogues,  like  hungry  dogs. 

Neglecting  to  pursue,man, 
About  they  fac'd,  and  in  great  haste 

Upon  the  booty  flew,  man: 
And  they,as  gain   for  a'  their  pain, 

Are  deck'd  wi' spoils  off  war,  man; 
Fu'bald  can  tell,  how  her  nainscl! 

Was  ne'er  sae  pra  before,  man  . 

At  the  thorn-tree,  which  you  may  see 

Beawest  the  meadow  mill,  man, 
There  mony  slain  lay  on  the  plain, 

The  clans  pursuing  still,  man; 
Sic  unco  hacks,  and  deadly  whacks, 

I  never  saw  the  like,  man, 
Lost  hands  and  heads  cost  them  their  dead, 

That  fell  near  Preston-dyke,  man. 

That  afternoon,  when  a* was  done, 

I  gaed  to  see  the  fray,  man; 
But  had  I  wist  what  alter  past, 

I*d  better  .stay'd  away, man: 
On  Seaton  sands,  wi*  nimble  hands, 

They  piek'd  my  po'kcts  lure,  nun; 
But  I  wish  ncVr  t«>  drie  sic  fear. 

For  a* the  sum  and  mair,  man. 


7* HE  PLOVGHMAX. 


i  r  j  )  u  j  i  J 


F 

There's  high  and  low,  there's  rich  and  puir,  There's  trades  and  crafts  a_ 


■i  ihnn  r  r  rpr  i  m 
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new,  man;  But  east  and  west  his  trade's  the  besf,That  kens  to  ca  the  plough^man . 


Then,come,weel  speed  my  ploughman  lad,  And  hey  my  mer_ry  plough—man}  Of 


*  -4 

a'  the  trades  that   I  do  ken,   Oom_mend   me    to    the   ploug-h— man. 


His    dreams  are   sweet   upon    his   bed , 
His    cares    are    light    and    few,  man) 

His    mother's    blessing's    on    his  head, 

That    tents    her    weel ,    the  plough_man . 
Then   come  weel   speed ,  Sec . 

The    hrrk    Mr    vweef,   that    starts    to  meet 
The    morning-   fresh    and    new,  man; 

Rlythetlm'    she    be,    as   blyfhc    is  bo 

That    sings   as    sweet,    the    plongh  —  map . 
Then,  come ,  weel   Speed,,  i<  , 

All    fresh  and   gay,   at    dawn   of  day 
Their    labour*    'hey    renew,  mnnj 

Heaven    bless    flic    seed,    and    Mess    the  soil, 
And    He^v<  n    bless    the    plough  —in  i n  . 
Then,  come, weel    speed,  Sec. 


aiy  nor  Tiawr. 
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"Whar  hae  ye  been  a' day,  my  boy  Tam_my?     Whar  hae  ye  been  a'  <!ay, 


fa 


f-iiff/  r  r 


t 

my  boy  Tarn— my;   'I've  been  by  burn  and  f low*_  ry  brae,  mca-duw  g^reen  and 


»7       •  ^ 


mountain  grey,  Cotirtin  o'  this  young-  thing  just  come  frae  her  Mam_niy.' 


1  *u  r  ci'  e 


"And  whar  gat  ye  tliat  young  thing,  my  hoy  Tammy?" 
I  gat  her  down  in  yonder  howe , 
Smiling  on  a  broomy  knowe, 
Herding  ae  -wee  L.amb  and  Ewe  for  her  poor  Mammy.' 

""What  said  ye  to  the  bonny  bairn,  my  boy  Tammy?" 
'i  hae  a  honse,  it  cost  me  dear, 
I've  walth  o'  plenishen  and  gear, 
Yese  get  it  a',war't  ten  times  mair,  gin  ye  will  leave  your  Mammy! 

'The  smile  gade  aff  her  bonny  face  i'l  manna  leave  my  Mammy! 

She's  gi'en  me  meat,  she's  gi'en  me  elaise, 

She's  been  my  comfort  a'  my  days, 
My  Father's  death  bronght  mony  waes  I  canna  leave  my  Mammy." 

'We'lfr  tak  her  hame  and  mak  her  fain,  my  ain  kind— hearted  Lammy, 
We'll  gi'e  her  meat,  we'll  gi'e  her  claes, 
We'll  be  her  comfort  a'  her  days.:' 
The  w(  (  tiling  gi'es  her  hand,  and  says"There,  gang  and  ask  my  M.«mm\  ." 

"Has   she  been  to   kirk  wi'  thee,  my  boy  Tammy?" 
She   has  been  to  kirk  wi'  me, 
And  the  trar  was  in  her  ee, 
Bill  Oh!  she's  hut  avotmg  fhing  just  come  frae  her  Mammy? 
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Old  Set. 


UN  n  i  i^i -JTl  1 J  An  n  1 1 


The    love_ly   moon  had    (  Hmh'l    the  hill,  Where  ea_gles  big  a  _ 

n  i  ^  ,  q_j  ■ 
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il-.ka     bo  _  dy's     ee;       A'    but      sweet      Ma_ry,     deep    in     sleep,  Her 


>ftMjrfi  t  j 


fat  J .  J-  J 

thoughts     on    San  _  dy 
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voice      drapt       saft  _  ly 
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her 


ear , 


Sweet      Ma  _  ry,    weep      nae      mair  for 


She  lifted  tip  her  wankening  een, 

To  see  from  whence  the  voice  might  be, 
And  there  she  saw  young  Sandie  stand, 

Pale,  bending  on  her  his  hollow  ee! 
"O  Mary,  dear,  lament  nae  mair, 

I'm  in  death's  thraws  anraththe  sea; 
Thy  weeping  makes  me  sad  in  bliss  , 

Sac,  Mary,  weep  nae  mair  for  me. 

"The  wind  slept  when  we  left  the  bay, 

But  soon  it  waked  and  raised  the  main, 
And  God,he  bore  us  down  the  deep, 

Wha  strive  wi' him,  hut  strive  invain! 
He  stretr  h'd  his  arm  and  took  me  up, 

Tho' laith  I  was  to  gang  but  thee: 
I  look  frae  Heaven  aboon  th<-  storm, 

Sac,  Mary, weep  nae  mair  for  me." 


MARY'S  DREAM. 
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Modern  Set, 


The    moon  had   climb'd  the  high_est  hill  Which    ri_ses  oer  »hc 


of    Dee     And   from    the    eas_tern    sum_mit     shed      Her     sil  _ver 


She  from  her  pillow  gently  rais'd 

Her  head,  to  ask -who  there  might  be} 
She  savryotmg  Sandy  shiv'ring  stand, 

With  visage  pale  and  hollow  c'e; 
"OMary,dear,  cold  is  my  clay, 

It  lies  beneath  a  stormy  sea; 
Far, far  from  thee,I  sleep  in  death, 

So,  Mary, weep  no  more  for  me. 


"Three  stormy  nights  and  stormy-days, 

We  toss'd  upon  the  raging  main; 
And  long  we  strove  our  bark  to  save; 

But  all  our  striving  was  in  vain. 
EVn  then,  when  horror  chill'd  my  blood, 

My  heart  was  fill'd  with  love  for  tlire; 
The  storm,  is  past,  and  I  at  rest; 

So,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 


"O  maiden,dear,  thysejf  prepare, 

We  soon  shall  meet  upon  that  shore 
Where  love  is  free  from  doubt  and  care, 

And  thou  and  I  shall  part  no  more!' 
Load  crow'd  the  cock, the  shadow  fled, 

No  more  of  Sandy  could  she  see, 
But  soft  the  passing  spirit  said, 

"Sweet  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me'.' 
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O  B07'HWF.LL  B^JT/C. 


0,Both_vrell     bank,    thou      bloom  _  est      fair?    But,    alii  thou 


P 


k'st    my   heart    fu»   sair;     For     a'     be  _  neath     thy    woods     sae  green 


m 


m 


to 


mm 


My    love     and    I     wad     sit      at     e'en  ,  "While    daisies,    and  prim_ro_ses 


u  r  'r  is  lj 


7-      r,    ^    +    £  % 

hank,  thou    bloom  —  est     fair;    But,  ah!  thoo    mak  st    my    heart    fu'  sair 


Sad  he  left  mc  a<   dreary  'lay, 
And  haplie  now   sleeps  in  the  flay, 
Without  ar  sigh  his  death  to  moan, 
Without  ae  flowY  his  grave  to  crown 
O  whither  is  my  lover  gone? 
Alas!  I  fear  he'll  ne'er  return, 
0,Bothwell  hank,  thou  bloomest  fair; 
Rut,ah!  thou  mak'st  my  heart  m'  sair. 


>7fc  BAMS  AJW  BRAES  O'  BOJVJWK  DOOJV. 
Tenor, 


Yf  hank*  and  brae*  o*  bon,nt©  Doon,  Hon-  can  yr-  bloom  »a<?  fre*l»  and 
;  Treble  ,i 


fair?  How  can  ye  ehant,yc  lit. fie  birds,  And     I    *ae  wca-ric  fit'  «>♦  r  are?Tta<»alt 


fair!1  How  f  an  ye  <hanf,ye  lit_fle  birds.  And       I    cac  wea_rtc    to*  «'  (  are?  1  hou  It 


M^1'  r  fin-  r  en  .  r 


o  o 


P 


mind'st  mayo'  dc_part_ed  joys,  De_par_ted  ne_ver  to  re_furn 


mind  st  me   o1    de_part_ed  joys,  De_par_ted   ne_ver  to  re_fnrn 


Oft  have  I   -rov'd    by  bonnie  Doon, 

To  see  the  rose  and  woodbine  twine; 
Where  ilka  bird  sang-  o'  its  llrve, 

And  fondly  sac    did   I   o'.  mine. 
Wi'     lightsome  heart  F  pn'd    a  rose, 

Fti'  sweet  upon   its  thorny  tree  J 
And  my  fause  lover    staw    my  rose, 

But,  ah j   he  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 
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THE  TAILOR   FELL  THRO*  THE  RED. 


The  Tai  -lor  Ml  thro*  the  bed,  thimble  and  a"1,  Tlic  TaiJor  fell 


thro'  the  bed,  thim—hle    and    a\       1  lie    I>1  in_  ki  ts    were    thin,    and  the 


tiu.  r  r  i  fli^f  f-r  r i  r- 


T  -  -  r 

sheets  they  were   sma';  The  TaiJor  fell   thro'  the   bed,  thim_ble  and  a\ 

ii  r  J  1  i  " — ^- — 


Afore  it  was  light,  the  Tailor   he  raise, 

Afore  it  was  light,  he  j>at  on   his  claithsl 

"The  blankets  are  thin,  the  sheets  they  are  sma' 

And  I  canna  get  rest,  so  III  e'en  gang"  awa'.' 

Loud  rair'd   the  L.in  kie,  when  she  gaed  ben, 
tkSic  a  like  trick,  wha-e'er  did  ken; 
The  wark's  no  done,  and   the  Tailor's  awaT; 
He's  aff  wi1  his   shears,   his  thimble,  and  a1.' 


ROr's   WIFE  OF  ALDIK4LLOCH. 


Roy's  "Wife    of    Al_di  _vJl  _loeh,    Hoy's  Wife    of    Al  _di_val  _loch, 


Wat  y    how  she   cheat__cd    me,    As    I    rame    oVr   till    braes    f>»    Bal— loth?  She 
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Ard%  She 
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or<  ,  She  wad  be  mine,  She 

SA^ 

d    she    lo'ed  me  best   of  o_ny;  But 

^4 
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oh.'   the  fic_klc   faifh—Ies.v  (mean,    She's   taen  the  carle,  and   left  her  Johnnie,  Oli ! 


m 

R  ) 

y's    Wife    of      Al  _< 
*  ^ 
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li_val  _  l< 

ch,  R( 

y's  Wife 

1'    f:J   f  i 

of      Al  _  di  _  val    _  lo 

1      1   J      1  1 

ch, 
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yc    how    she    cheat— ed    me",    As    I    came    o'er    the     brjie*    o'  Bal_loch? 


O    she    was    a    canty    qtiean , 

And  Vetl  ■  could  dance  the  Highland  walloch! 
How    hapj>y    I,    had    she    been  mine, 

Or    I'd    been    Roy     of  Aldivalloth! 
Oh,  Roy's   Wife,  Arc. 


Her    hair    sac    fair,    her    ten    sae  clear, 

Her    wee    bit    moii    sae    sweet    and    bonnie  • 

To    me    she    ever    will    be  dear, 

Tlio'    she's    for    ever     left     her  Johnnie. 
Oh,  Roy's    Wife,     Arc  . 


BESS  *4JfD  NEB  SPtJirjfijrG-WHEEL* 


wi'  con_tcnt,  and  milk  and   meal,   O    leeze  me    on   my  spin_ning— wheel ! 


On  ilka  hand  the  burnics  trot, 
And  meet  below  my  theekit  cot; 
The  scented  birk  and  haw-thorn  white 
Across  the  pool  their  arms  tmite 5 
Alike  to  screen  the  birdie's  nest, 
And  little  fishes  caller  rest: 
The  sun  blinks  kindly  in  the  biel} 
"Where,  blythe,!  tarn  my  spinnin  wheel , 


On  lofty  aiks  the  cushats  wail, 
And  echo  cons  the  doolfn'  tale} 
The  lintwhites  in  the  hazel  braes , 
Delighted ,  rival  ithcrs  lays. 
The  craik  amang  the  claver  hay, 
The  paitrick  whirrin  o'er  the  lea, 
The  swallow  jinkin  round  my  shiel, 
Amnse  me  at  my  spinnin  wheel . 


"Wi'  sma'  to  sell,  and  less  to  btiy, 
Aboon  distress,  lx  low  envy, 
O  wha  wad  leave  this  humble  state, 
For  a»  the  pride  off  a'  the  great  ? 
Amid  their  flairing,idlc  toys, 
Amid  their  cumbrous,  dinsome  joys, 
Can  they  the  peace  and  pleasure  tt  <  I 
Of  B's«.v,  at  her  s|>inniii  wheel. 


CRAlGlE-BURJf  WOOD. 
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Sweet    fas    the     eve    on     Craig*  ie  — burn    wood,   And  blythe 

 rrr-  
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kes    the    mnr  _  ro- 
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a'     the     pride  o' 
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Craig  _  it-  _  burn   wood,  Can 
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leaves     and     flowers,  I     hear    the    wild    birds      sing*  _  ing*     But     plea  _  Mire 


P 
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tliey    hae    nane     for    me,   "While     care     my     heart      is     wring—  ing 


Fain,  fain  would  I   my  griefs  impart, 

Yet  dare  na   for  your  anger; 
But  secret  love  will  break   my  heart  , 

If  I  conceal  it  langcr. 
Il   thou  refuse    to  pity  me, 

If  thou  shall  love  another, 
When  yon  green  leaves  fade  frae  the  tree, 

Around  my  tjrave   they'll  wither. 
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RPPIF.  v4/X4//?. 


MHj,3|M|lj  J 

1  m 

i       1  i 

An'oh,iny  K|i()ie,  My 

jewel,  n 

mm 

wad  na  lit- 

hap_l>y  Wi' 

K.p_i>ie  A_dairf 


By   love,    and  l>y   bean— fy,    By    la-w    and    1>\    du  —  ty,  I'll 


3 


5 


e— - 


_cr  he   true   to  my  F.p_ pie   A_dair.     Mis  —  for  — tune  would  lake  me,  And 


g-ml  —  fy  fears  shake  me,    If    I    should   for— sake  ye,    My  Ep— pie  A_dair. 


1= 


But  why  tlms    affirm  if? 
YeVe  no  now  to  learn  it; 
Your  merit  eonfirms  it, 
Sae  fjude  and    sae  fair. 
The  lassie  that's  peerless, 
O' rivals    is  fearless; 
He'll   neVr   lo'c  hut  ane, 
That    lo'es    Eppic  Adair. 

-The  foray. 


With 
\  nimatiom 


The  last  of  our  steers  on  our  board  has  been  spread, And  the  last  flask  of 


>* 
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wine  in  nvr  got>_ let*  is  red  J  Up  I  Up!  my  brave  kins_mcn!  ?i*d<  Swords  and  b«  — 

■  ,  f 


gone!    There  a>e  dan —errs  to  dare,    And  there**  -i     '    I     1  i    win.  Tl 
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Tlie  rain  is   descending,  the  Mind    rises  loud, 
And  the  moon    her   red    beacon    lias  veil  d    with   *  cloud: 
'Tis   the   better,  my   mates;   for   the  Warder's   dull  eye 
Shall  in.  Confidence  slumber,  nor  dream   v\  c  are  nigh. 
Our  steeds  arc  impatient!   I  hear  my  hlythe  grey! 
There  is  life  in    his   hoof— clang',  and   hope  in    his  neigh; 
Like  the  flash  of  a   meteor,  the  glance  of  his  mane 
Shall   marshal   your    march   through    the  darkness   and  rain. 
The  drawbridge   has   dropp'd,  and   the    bugle  has  blown; 

l  One  pledge  is  to  quaff  yet        then   mount   and  he  gone. 

To  their  honor  and  peace,  that   shall   rest  with  the  slain, 
To  their  health  and  their  gbc,  that  see  Teviot  again! 

N.B.Thc  last  four  lines  of  the  Poetry  to  be  sting-  to  the  second  strain  of  theMl  lod)  ,  It  pi  atcd. 


AT  MORJflJfG  SUJf  ouT  oer  The  lea. 


id*- 


At    mor_ning-    sun    out    o'er    the    lea,  When    bir_dies  chatrnt  their 


notes  sae  hie,  When  vcr_dure  gdad_dens   ev'_ry  eV,  'Tis   then  I   meet   my   ain  J< 


CCD"  uj'r 
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Chorus. 


1  — f 

My      ain    Jean,     my     ain     Jean*  O 


My    love_ly    Jean,     my    ain  ■  Jean, 


r  J  r 


i 


there     I      meet     my     ain     Jean,     My    ain    my     on  —  ly     ain  Jo 


am 


When  flowrcts  paint  the  meadows  green, 
When  dew  hangs  on  the  scented  bean, 
The  bee  hums  in  the  leaves  a'tween, 

'Tis  then  I  meet   my  ain  Jo. 
My  lovely  Jean,   my  ain  Jean, 
My  ain  Jean,  my  ain  Jean; 
O  then  1  meet  my  ain  Jean, 
My  ain  my  only    tin  Jo. 


When  trees  arc   decked  in  simmer  shei  n. 
When   ilka  bud  in  beauty's  seen, 
Wlien  nature  smiles  in  every  scene, 

'Tis  then  1   meet   my  ain  Jo. 
My  lovely  Jean,  my  ain  Jean, 
My  ain  Jean,  my  ain  Jean; 
O  then  I  meet  my  ain  Jean, 

My  ain  my  only  ain  Jo. 


Whar  down  the  gien  the  burnie  rows. 
An'  sporting  plays  between  the  howos, 
Whar  lam'ies   frisk  out— o'er  the  knowes, 

'Tis  there  I  meet  my  ain  Jo . 
My  lovely  Jean,  my  ain  Jean, 
i  My  ain  Jean,  my  ain  Jean  J 
'Tis  there  I  meet  my  ain  Jean, 
My  ain  my  only  ain  Jo . 


?H£  CHIEFS  RE?URX  FROM  WAR, 


"O  wha  will  ride?  and  wha  will  riii?  And  wha  will  sail  fhe  sea?  An>l 


r  r  jr 


N 

hill,  WI 
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ierc     we  w 
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roht     to     he?**  O 
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lome    they   ndc,  and    some    (hey   ran,  Btit  nanc  durst    stem   the    tide;  And, 


''() !    for    ca_gle's    wring's"  he    t  ried,  "To    heat    u»e    to    her  sid< 


■A  blink  nhinos  on  my  stately  tow-'r, 

0 !  thai    I   tin  re  might  he, 
Wliare   Mary   tents    her   infant  son, 

Ami  greet*    and  prays    for  me!" 
The  wind  was  Imshd,  the  waves  were  still, 

l''.isf  lieu  tin  dashinef  uar, 
Hi    hounding  heart  maisi  hurst  its  handv. 

As  Ihry  drew  near  the  shore. 

Hul  eagle's  wings   been  1<  nt   Kin,  tuxwr, 

M.iir  swift   they  eould  na  h<  ; 
Rut, oli!  the  sight  that  met  him  there, 

Was  soon  enough  to  see  . 
Hiv  Rahie,in  a  hireling's  arms, 

Wail'l  out  its  Mother's  name; 
His  men  and  maidens  durst  nae  speak, 

Nnr  tell  tin    news  fur  shame. 


"\\ hare  ,  whare's  my  Mars?— loud  he  cried, 
"What  means  this  heavy  gloom? 

False  slie  is  not      Oh!  is   slic  dead? 

Til  die  upon  her  tomb!" 

No  voice  replied       all  still  as  death  — 

^et    tears   ay  lill'd  their  ee, 
And   ay    the  wailing  babie  cried, 
'Mamie  come  back  to  me\ 

"S'l't  .ik,!  command  I   .uild   Donald  speak',' 
Sobs     kepit  Donald's  breath; 
Tlie  Nurse, unbidden,  fold  the  tale, 
That  scaired  him  like  a  wrai»h! 
Now  shame  burns  on  his  manly  cheek., 

Gliil  rankles   at  his  heart, 
ltn.  nioi  r.w    in'r  will  briny  rclicl. 
The  past's  a   poisoned  darr. . 


ZOHJCIE  OGLE » 
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O    hark    ye,   Lads,    and     I       will      tell  yc 


Of 


J'  J  If    j  ^  J 


kin  _  tra     Lad  and 


kin  _  "fi-H      Lass,  Wha     seven       '•,n^f  years  they 


m 


f  j-  i'  r 
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•were    in    court  _  ship,   And    niu  _ny  fine   things  'tween   them   did  pass. 


But  when  the  Mither   came  to  know  it, 
She  said,  "ye  disohedient  Son, 

Ive  gi'en  ye  schulin,and  g-ien ye  learnin, 
Andwouldye  to  yere  ruin  run  ? 

'Ive  gi'en  ye  schulin,  and  yere  learnin, 

And  edication  o'  the  best, 
And  would  ye  marry  ane  sae  mean, 


And  quite  bereaveme  o'  my  rest 


He's  gane  to  find  his  luve  sae  clear, 
And  said, 'Luve,  luve,  it  winna  do, 

Because  that  Mifher's  sae  wnwillin 
That  ever  I  sud  marry  you  .' 

The  liniiny  c  rcature,wi'  sweet  hehaviour, 
While  tears  cam  trinklin  to  the  grand, 

Said,  "Bairns  must  obey  their  parents, 
Because  they  are  by  Scripture  bound. 


^There's  nae  Coach, luve,  on  the  shore,luve. 
Nor  a  Boat,  luve,  on  the  tide, 
And    in  .»  Ship,  luve, upon  the  sea,luve, 
Wi'  n'ahe   but  Johnic  Ogle,  wad  I  ride." 

EAR  I  MAR1SCHAL. 


When  royal  power  was  hunted  down, And  Cromwell  bore  the  belief  rjlfnw 


safe  and  sound  lay  ScotLlands  crnwn,  Be_had,T'm  g-aun    to    tell,   Sir.  On 


fair  Kin_oar_dine's   rock  _y  coast,  There's  few  that   din_na    ken,    yet,  Dun. 

1     J  4  11 
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ot_ter    Cas_tle,  bald     and    strong',  Stands   tow'r_ing  o'er  the    main,  yet, 


I 


There  Keith, Karl  Marischal,warlike  wight,     The  Crnwn  ,  the  Sceptre,  Sword,  and  a', 


Sae  noble  and  sae  loyal, 
He  gat  the  guardian  o'  them  a', 
Auld  Scotia's  ensigns  royal . 


The  lint  she  happit  round  them, 
And,  a'  unkcnd  to  Og-ilvie, 

Safe  in  the  sack  she  bound  them. 


When  arms  like  his  could  ill  be  spared, 
And  he  fought  for  the  Stewart, 

He  gae  them  owre  to  Ogilvie, 
A  trusty  and   a    true  heart. 


A  simple  lass  upon  her  hack  , 
Without  en  fear  or  danger, 

Soon  brought  them  to  the  minister 
Of  Kinneff,guid  Janes  Granger, 


Strong  to  the  stronger  still  maun  yield  , 
The  rebels  ruled  the  nation, 

Brave  Ogilvie  and  a'  his  men, 

They  cT>uld  na  keep  their  station . 


Aneath  the  pulpit's  sol  theyVe  laid, 
To  mak  the  secret  faster, 

As  low    as  lay  the  royal  head, 

Short  syne  their  righffu'  master. 


His  Lady,wi>  a  manly  heart, 

She  tuik  it  a'  upon  her, 
To  save  from  skaith  her  Captain  dear, 

And  eke  her  Country's  honor. 


The  darkest  night  will  wear  awa  • 
Monk  gaV  the  bowls  a  row,  man, 

And  monarchy  was  up  again, 

And  Round— heads  down,  I  trow,  man. 


The  Marischal  he  cam  frae  the  w«rs, 
Sae  blythe  was  he  that  day,  Sir, 

When  Ogilvie  ga'e  back  his  trust, 
In  spife  o»   a»  the  fray,  Sir. 
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VP         '/HE  MQjRJfljrG  EARLY, 


Cauld  blaws  the  wind  frae  north  to  south,  And  drift    is    dri  _ving- 


sair_ly$-The  sheep  are  enuring  in  t lie  hough,  O  sirs',  its  wiiUor  fair_ly.  Now 
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up  in  the  nior_ning's  no  for  me,.      Hp  in  the  mor_oinor  e.ir_ly;  I'd  rather  gae 
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sup_per_J<rss   to    my    bed,    Than   rise    in    the    mor_ning     ear  _  ly 


l.'.tid  r.iirs   the   M.tsl     unang  the  woods, 

Th<    fu  ,ui<  hes   titlin  h;ircJ_\  , 
Am.ing-  the-  ehimley   f;ijps   it  'hods, 

And  (tost  is  ni]  pin  sairly. 
NcftV  up  in  the  morning's   no  for  me, 

Up    in    the   morning-  oarily-J 
To  sit    a'   the  night    I'd    rather    agree , 

Than  rise   in   the  morning  early. 


The  sun  peeps  o'er  the  southlan'  hill , 

l>ikc  nny  fim'rous  t.arlie  ; 
Just  Minks  a  wee,  then  sinks  again, 

And  that  we  find  severely. 
Now  up  in   the  morning's  no  for  PIP, 

Pjp  in  the  morning  early; 
When  snaw  hlaws  into  the  ehimley  (link. 

"Wfia'd  rise  in  the  morning  early, 


Nae  Unties  J  i  I  r   on  hedge  or  hush, 

Poor  things, they  .suffer  sairly; 
In   <  an  Id  rife   quarters    a*1  the  night, 

A1  day    (hey    feed    but  sparely, 
^ijow    up   in    the    morning's   no   for  me, 

Up  in   the    morning  early; 
Nae  late  'an    be    waur,   in    winter  time. 

Than    rise   in    the    morning  early. 


SOJMF.RODW 
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I    could  range    the    world    a  _  round , 


For  (lie 
3= 


ike 


Some  _  lx>  _dy  , 


How  aft   Ive  wander'd  by  the  burn, 

At  gloamin  hour,wi'  Somebody, 
And  Hsten'd  to  the  tale    o*  love, 
Sae  sweetly  fold  by  Somebody  . 
Oh  lion  !    for  Somebody! 
Oh    hey!    for  Somebody.' 
Winged  wi>  joy  the  moments  flow, 
Sae  blest  was   T   wi'  Somebody. 


But  now  the  fear—drap  dims  my  e'e, 

Whene'er  T  think  o'  Somebody; 
For  wool  I  loV  the  honnie  lad 

That's    far  awa,  my  Somebody. 
Oh  hon!   for  Somebody! 
Oh  hey  J    for  Somebody! 
While  I  live  I'll  ne'er  forget 

The    parting  look  r>'  Somebody. 


Ye  powers,  thai    smile  on  virroows  love, 

O,  sweetly  smile  on  Somebody! 
Frae  ilka  danger  keep  him  free, 

And   -.end  me  safe  mj    Som<  hody. 
Oh  hon!   for  Somebody! 
Oh   hey!    for  Somebody! 
They  ■wha   love  fan  only  say 
What  I'd  do   for  Somebody. 
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DIRGE   OF  A   HIGHLAND  CHIEF, 

Vt'lw  was  Executed  after  the  defeat  of  Prince  charles. 


faith  _ful    brave,  "Was      it      for     high  —  rank'd      chiefs     like  thee  To 

Jjik 


fill    "a     rwme_  less     grave?  Oh!     hadst     thou     slnm      ber'd    with  the 


r7\ 


slain,     Had    glo  _  ry's    death— bed    been   thy    lot,  E'en  tho'    on    red    Cul  _ 

■    "  r7\ 


m  r  f 


J?'.1  Verse. 


lo_dci»\     plain,       We      'thru       had       mourn,d        thee         not.  But 
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d  irk  _  ly     closVi     thy     ni<>rn      of      fame,    Tliat      morn     -whose  snn_beams 
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ro.se    so     lair;        Re  _  venge      a  —  lone       may     breathe      thy      name,  Th< 


m 


atch  —  word     of     des  —  pair 


Yet,    oh  !      it      gal  _  lant 


spi  rifs 
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(iowV        Has      e'er      en  noh  led       death       like      thine,    Then    glo,—  ry 


espres: 


•4-  9 
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mark'd     thy    par  —  ting'     hoar,         Last      of      a       migh  —  ty  line. 
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()Vr  thy  own  bowers  the  sunshine  falls, 

But  cannot  cheer  their  lonely  gloom} 
Those  beams  that  gild  thy  native  walls. 

Are  sleeping-  on  thy  tomb. 
Spring- on  thy  mountains  laughs  the  while, 

Thy  green  woods  wave  in  vernal  air, 
But  the  lov'd  scenes  may  vainly  smile, 

Not  e'en  thy  dust  is  there. 


On  thy  blue  hills  no  bugle—  sound 

Is  mixing  with  the  torrent's  roar; 
Unmark'd,the  red  deer  sport  around, 

Thou  lead'st  the  chace  no  more  . 
Thy  gates  are  clos'd,  thy  halls  are  still, 

Those  halls  where  swell'd  thechoral  Strain: 
They  hear  the  wild  winds  murmuring  sliril', 

And  all  is  hush'd  again. 


Thy    bard    his   pealing   harp   has  broke; 

His  fire,  his  joy  of  song-,  is  past; 
One  lay   to   mourn   thy  fate  he  woke. 

His  saddest,  and  his  last. 
No  other  theme  to  him  is  dear 

Than  lofty   deeds   of  thine: 
Hush'd  be  the  strain  thou  can's  t   not  hear, 

Last  of  a  mighty  line. 
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MY*  LUTE'S   1JT  G F. R *4 NY*, 


Slow 


m 
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"My    Luve's    in    Ger_ma  —  ny  ;    Send  him  hame,  Send  him  hame;  My 


IP 


K  1  N  N 
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LnveV   in   Ger_ma_ny,  Send    him    hamet  My  Love's  in    Ger_ma_ny,  Fight  — 


r  r  r  r  j  r  r, 


ing-     for    Rov_al_ty;    He    may     ne'er     his     Jean  _  ie      see'     Send  him 


pt^f    J     J    i    HI     f    r    1   Li    Jll]lJ  I 

h.ime,    Send     him    hamej  He    may    ne'er    his     Jean_ie     see,    Send  him  .hame  . 


"He's  brave  as  hravc  cad  he, 

Send  liim  hame,  send  him  hame; 
He's  brave  as  lirnr  can  he, 

Send   him  hame. 
He's  hrave  as  hra\e  fan  he, 
He  wad  rather  fa'  llian  flee; 
Rut    his   life   is   dear  to  me, 

Send  him  hame,,  send  liim  hame; 
Oh!    his   life  is    dear   to  me, 

Send  him  hame. 

"Our  faes  are  fen  to  Mirce, 

Send  him  hame,  send  him  hame; 
Oirr  faes  are  ten  to  three, 

Si  i)d   him  hame. 
Our   fa  el  are   fen   to  three, 
He  maun  either  fa',  or  flee, 
fn  the   cafase   i>i  Loyal fy; 

Send  him  hame,  send  liim  hame; 
In    the    cause    rt'  Loyalty, 

Bend   him  hame?' 


*Your  lu\e   ne'er  learnt  to  flee, 

Bonnie  Dame,  winsome  Dame; 
Your  love  ne'er   learnt  to  #flee, 

Winsome  Dame. 
Yoitr   line  ne'er  learnt  to  flee, 
Rut    he  .  fell   in  Germany, 
Fighrlng  hrave  for  LiQyalty, 

Mournfu'  Dame,  botmie  Dame, 
Fighting  hrave   for  Loyalty, 

Mourn  fn'  Dame? 

"He'll  ne'er   eome    owrc   the  sea, 

Willie's  slain,  Willie's  slain; 
He'll   ne'er    come    owre-   the  sea, 

Willie's  gam'! 
He'll  ne'er   eome    owrc  the  sea, 
To  his  Dove  and   ain  Coimfrie  — 
This  warld's  nae  mair  for  me, 

Willie's  gane,  Willie's  gan<  ! 
This   warld's    nae  mair  for  me 

Willie's  slain!" 


SHE'S   FAIR  AJfD  FA  USE 


SI 


Slowly 


She's    fair    and    Cause    that     caiis_e«.     my  smart 


,    i  if 


'ed  her 


r — p — i — r 

1 — *i  r  v 

-*■    -I- .  -i- 


f3? 


heart,  And  £  may  e'en  g-ae  han 
=±  —  .  K 


A       ooof      cam       wi'  a 


Wliaeer  ye  he  that  woma n  love, 

To  this  he  never  blind, 
Nae  ferlie 'tis  tlio'  fickle  she  prove, 

A  woman  has't   by  kind: 
O  woman,  lovely  woman  fair! 

An  Angel  form's  fa'en  to  thy  share, 
'Twad  hecn  oVr  meiklc  to  g"ien  thee  mair, 

I  mean  an   Anj><l  mind. 
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I.OCHIF.VS  hUR.YIJTG 


Wizard  . 


Loch_ielj  Lochiel!   beware  of  the  day    When  the    Low_lands  shall 


) 


sight,    And   the    c  lans    of  iCnl_lo_den   are    scatfer'd   in  fight:  They  rally,  they 


ju^Lj  j  j^-ji  r  r  r  r  r  r 


Meed,  for  their    king_dom  and   crown !  "Woe,    woe    to    the      ri  _  dcrs  that 


T  T 


trample  them  flown!  Prond  Omi_her_land  prances,  in_sul— ting  the  slain,  And  their 

n  mi.  n  jrn 


f   !)e.it^rn  l>o_soms  are  trod  to  the  plain.  Weep,  Al_hin!  to    death    and  cap_ 


ifn  bo_soms  an 
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tiv_i_/y  led!  Oh,wecp!  but  thy  tears  cannot  number  the  dead?  Fur  a  ■  mer_  ci  —less 


mm 


filftft  f  jij^ 


sword  on  Cul— lojden  shall  wave;  CuLlo-den!  it  hat  reeks  -with  the  blood  of  the  bra\  c  . 


LOCHIEL. 

Go,  preach    to    the   coward,  thou   death  — telling*  seer! 
Or,  if  gory   Culloden    so   dreadful  appear. 
Draw,  dotard,  around    thy  old    wavering"  sight, 
This    mantle,  to  cover    the  phantoms   of  fright. 

WIZARD. 

Ha!  laugh's t   thou,  Loehiel ,  my  vision    to  scorn? 
Proud  bird   of  the  mountain,    thy   plume   shall   be  torn! 
Wny  flames    the  far  summit?  why  shoot  to   the  blast 
Those   embers,  like   stars    from  the   firmament  cast? 

Heaven's    fire  is  around    thee,    to   blast   and    to  burn*, 
Return    to    thy  dwelling!    all    lonely,  return  ! 
For    the   blackness   of   ashes    shall    mark   wlifr.e  if    stood , 
And   a    wild    mother    scream    o'er    her    famishing  brood . 

LOCHIEL  . 

False  Wizard,  avaunt  i    I   have   marshall'd   my  Clan: 

Their    swords   are   a    thousand,    their  bosoms    are  one! 

They    are   true    to    the    last   of    their  blood   and   their  breath, 

And    like  reapers  descend    to.  the   harvest   of  death. 

Then  welcome  he    Cumberland's    steed    to    the   shock  , 
Let    him  dash   his  proud   foam  like  a  wave  on  the  rock ; 
But  woe   to   his    kindred,   and  woe  to  his  cause, 
When  Alhin  her  claymore    indignantly  draws  

Loehiel   shall  exult,    or    in   death  be    laid  low, 

With   his  hark    to    the    field,  and  his  feet    to   the  foe! 

And  leaving  in  battle  no  blot    on   his  name, 

Look  proudly    to  heaven    from  his  death-bed  of  fame. 
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O  LAY  77/r  LOOF  1JV  MIJVE,  LASS. 


i  .  J.    *  — • — 8 — 9- 

O   lay    thy     loof    in    mine,Lass,    in   mine,I;ass,    in   minp,Lass,  And 


-r—. — -t — "-t — *■ 

swear  nn  thy  white  bandpass ,  That    thou  wilt   he  my  ain .      A  slave    to  love's  un_ 


bound_e<f    sway,  He    aft  has  wrought  _me  mei_kle  wae;  But   now    he    is  my 


m 


<learl_lie  fao,  Un_less  thou  ho  my'  ain.        O    lay   thy    loof     in      mine,  I^ass,  in 


i  i  * 
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e,I..ass,  in 

mine,T..ass,  And 
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wear  on  thy  white  har 

;  I 
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ass,Tliat  1 

hon  wilt  he  my  ain 

m 
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There's  monie  a   lass  has   broke  my  rest, 
That  for  a  blink  I  ha1e  lo'ed  best; 
But    thou   art    <(u<>n    within   m>-  hreasl, 
for  ever  to  remain. 
O  lay  thy  loof,  &e. 


J/fK   LAH'LA.VDS  Ot  t.Dl     .i  V'D. 


law  _  lands     o*     HoT_land  H 


e      twined      my       love       an/!       me  . 


My  lirve    lies    in    the  sjlt  sea, 

And    I    am    on    (he  side, 
Enough  to  break  a  young  thing's  heart 

Wha  lately  was   a    bride } 
VVha   lately  was   a    bonny  bride, 

And  pleasure  in  her  e'e; 
But  the    lawlands  o'  Holland 

Hae   twined    my  luve    and  me  . 

V< w  Holland  is   a   barren  place, 

In   it    there  grows  nae  grain , 
Nor  ony  habitation, 

Wherein    for  to  remain; 
Bnt    the   sugar  ranes   are  plenty, 

And  the  wine  dr*ps  frae  the  tree; 
Bnt  the   lawlands  o'  Holland 

Hae    twined   my   lirve  and  me. 


My  lirve  he   built   a   bonnie  ship, 

And  sent  her   to    the  sea, 
Wi'  seven  —  score  brave  mariners 

To  bear   her  companies 
Threescore  gaed   to  the  bottom, 

Atid  threescore  died    at  sea, 
And   the  lawlands  o'  Holland 

Hae  twined    my   luve  and  me. 

My  luve  has  built  anither  ship, 

And  sent  her  to  the  main, 
He  had    but    twenty  mariners, 

And  a'  to   bring-   her  hame; 
The  stormy  clouds   did   roar  again, 

The   raging   waves    did  rout, 
And  my  lurve,and   his  bonnie  ship. 

Turned   widdersliins  about.' 
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GALA  WATER 


I  pin  n  (j  ?i  n  i  rr  j-  r 


through      the      bloom  —  ing      heath  _  er$     But      Yar  _  row     braes,  nor' 


.j  j  fliJ.  ni  mi. 

Kt  _  tri 
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ws ,    Can     match  ' 

he      lads      o'     Ga  „  1  a  —  wa  _  ter  . 

'  ^  r  ■ 
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But  there  is   ane,  a  secret  ane, 

Aboon  them  a'  T  loe  him  better, 
And  I'll  be  his,  and  he'll  be  mine, 
,  The  bonny  lad  o'  Gala— water. 

Altho'  his  daddie  was  nae  laird, 

And  tho'  I  hae  nae   meikle  tocher, 

Yet  rich  in  kindest,  truest  love, 

"We'll  tent  our  flocks  by  Gala— water. 

It  ne'er  was  wealth,  it  ne'er  was  wealth, 

That  coft  contentment,  peace,  or  pleasure; 

The  bands  and  bliss  o'  mutual  love, 

O!  that's  the  chiefest  warld's  treasure. 


->■->—>■->•->—>-->•-*  •<-<— 


CHARLIE  IS  MY*  DARLING, 

* 


Oli!  Char_lie  is  my  dar_ling-,  my  dar_  lin£  ,    niy  ■  dar_ling;Ol!. 
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Char— lie  is  my  dar_ ling,    The  young  Che_va_lier.    'Twas  on  a   Mon  _day 


1 1  ih  MW      '  r  en  Jin 


mor_ning,  right   ear_ly   in  the  year,  "When  Char—lie   came  to  our  town,  the 


young-    Che —ra —Her.    Oh!     Char  _  lie    is    my    dar_ ling,my  dar_ ling,  my 


mm 
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dar_  ling;    Oh'.    Char— lie     is     my   dar_ling,    The   young   Clio  _va  )L  licr  . 


As  he  came  marching  uj>  the  street, 
The  pipes  play'd  l<iud  and  clear, 

And  a'  the  folk  came  running  out 
To  meet  the  Chevalier. 

Wi' hieland  bonnets  on  their  heads, 
And  claymores  bright  and  clear, 

They  came  to  light  for  Scotland's  right. 
And  the  young  Chevalier. 

They've  left  their  bonny  hieland  hills, 
Their  "Wives  and  Bairnics  dear, 

To  draw  the  sword   for  Scotland's  Lord, 
The  young  Chevalier  . 

Oh!  there  were  mony  heating  hearts, 
And  mony  hopes  and  fears  ; 

And  mony  were  the  prayers  put  up 
For  the  young  Chevalier. 


(  HAH  I  J  K  vt:i'. 
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nie  boat  rame 

o'er    the    s<m,  It 
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kim_mer    and    mc|     An'    wha     lias     it      brought?     I'     waf,    ye      ken,   If 


ires: 
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brought     the    Xing',    and    the   wale    o'    men.    O    its    Char_lie  yet,  And  its 
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O    he  was    lang  i>'  coming  hainc, 
But    weil    we    ken    wha  was   to  blame; 
Rut    sin1  that    he's    come     we1!!    dance   and  sing, 
And    drink    a    health    to   onr   rightfn'  King. 
O     its    Charlie   yet",    &<• , 

The    uibreoeh  is    sounding,    the    Clans    are  out* 
An'    there'll    he    bnrlzies    hanld    and  stout; 
Rtrf,  I     trow,  we'll    ne'er    flinch     frae    Charlie's    side  , 
He's    worth   a    Crown    and    a   King-dom  beside. 
O    its    Charlie  yet  Ac. 


O  POOR  'J  I'l  H  CAVLD  AJTD  RESTLESS  LOfE. 


K  i-  N- 
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why  should    fate    sic     plea  _  sure  have,  Lifp's  dearest  bands  un_ twi ni ng".  O 


why  sae    sweet   a    flow\    as    love     De_pend  on   for_  tune's     shin _ing  ? 


m 


Tliis  warlds   wealth  when   I  think  on, 
Its  pride,  and  a'   the-    lave  o't  ; 

Fie,   fie   on    silly    coward  man, 

That   he  should  be  the   slave  o't, 
O  why,  &c  . 

Her  cen  sae   bunny  blue  betray 
How   she    repays  my  passion ^ 

But  prudence    is   her  o'erword  ay, 
She    talks   of  rank    and    fashion  . 
O  why,  &-C, 

O  wha  can  prudence    think  upon, 
And  sic    a    lassie  by  him? 

<)  wha  can  prudence    think  upon. 
And    sac/    in    love   as    I  am  ? 
O  why,  &c . 

Mow   blest   the  humble    cottars  fate, 
He  wooes    his    simple  dearie} 

The  silly  bogles,  wealth   ancl  state, 
Can  never   make-   them  eerie. 
O  why,  Are. 


MY  WIFE'S  A  WINSOME  WEE  THING. 


My    "Wife's     a     win  _  some   wee    thing',  She     is     a       hand  _ 
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«te    thing,    She     is     a      bon  _  nie    wee     thing,    This     sweet    wee   wife  o> 
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And 


noist      my    heart     I'll    wear    her,     For    fear    my    Jew_el  fine 
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O  lcoze   me  on   my  wee  thing, 
My  bonnir  hlithsome  wee  tiling, 
Sae  lang's  T  hae  my  wee  thing 

I'll  think  my  lot  divine. 
Tho'  warld's   care  we  share  o'f, 
And  may  sae  meikle  mair  o't , 
Wi'  her  I'll  hlithly  hear  it, 

And  ne'er  a  word  repine . 


iVe  seen  The  smiling  of  forTvne. 


Slow 


mm 


I've  seen  the  smi— ling  of  for_tune  be_.gui1-.ing,  Ivc  fell  all  its 
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fa_vonrs,   and  found  its  de_cay;  Sweet  wa*  its    bit  s«_iflg* ,  Kiii'l    iis    <  .  _ 


ress_in£T,  But  now  Vis  fled,        fled  far   a_way.  Ive   seen  the  FV>_re*l    a _ 
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dor_ned  the  fore_most,  "With  flowers    of  tlie  f.iir_esf,  most    plea  —  _  sanf  and 
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y.)>-;   So  hon_ny  was  their  hloom_ing-,  their   scent  the  air  per_  fir_mintf,  But 
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HOW      they     are     with  _  er  _  ed       and     weed  _  ed     a  _  way, 
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I've  seen  the  mnriijnfif    with  gold  the  hills  adoryj 

And  loud  tempest    storming1  before  the  mid  il  <y  ; 
I've  seen  Tw((ds    silver  streams  shilling  in  (Ik    simn^   h(  ims, 

G r"W  drumly  and  dark,        lit    rmv'l  "ii  his  ><  ij  . 
O  ri<kle  fortune!   why    ihiv  <in'l  sporting-! 

O  why  still  perplex  IIR,   |  r  s..n«.  ..f  *  <(  13  ! 

No  more  your  smile*  ean  <  lit  <  r  m<  ,  ii"  mure  y.ur  frowns  1  mi  i 

Kor  th»    flowers  tit  the  Forest   are  wifhend    a*<  13  . 
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SEJfSI  Bl  LIIY   HOW  CHARMING  ! 
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Seii_si_bi  —  H  —  fy,  how    char mingj  Hum,  my  friend, canst  truly 


fell^Rnt   distress,  with   horrors  arming,  Thou  hast  aLso  knuwn  too  well,  Fairest 


am 
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flow'r,   he_hold  the 
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blast  sworp  o'er   the   val_ley,     Sep      it     pros  _  trafe    on     the   clay!  Let  (lie 


r  r  '+  r 
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blast    sweep   o'er    the    val  _  ley*  See     if     pros_trafe    on     the  clay! 


Hear    the   woortlark    charm    the  forest, 

Telling-  o'er    his    little  joys: 
Haj>lcss    bird!    a    prey,  the  surest, 

To    each  pirate   of   the  skies. 
Dearly    botight    the    hidden  treasure 

Finer    feeling-  can  bestow} 
Chords  ihtt   vibrate   sweetest  pleasure 

Thrill    the  deepest    notes   of  woe. 


CRADLE  SOJVG 


Slowly 


Ba_loo  loo,  lam_my,   now    ba  — loo,  my  dear}  Now,  ba  _  loo  loo, 


L=LU 


lam  — my,     ain    min  _  nie    is  here:  "Wliat    ails    my   wee     bair  _  nie  ?  what 


ails   it    this  night?  "What  ails  my  wee    lam _rr; v?   is    bair  _  nie    no    rig-lit  ? 


Baloo   loo,  lammyj  now  baloo,my  Hear} 
Does  wee  lammy  ken  that  it's  daddie's  no  here?. 
Ye're  rockin  fit'  sweetly  on  mammieV  warm  knee, 
But  daddie's    a— roekin  upon  the  saut  sea. 


Now  hush_  a  _ba , lammy  5  now  hush  — a, my  dear; 
Now  hush— a— ba,  lammy?  ain  minnie  is  here;  , 
Tlie.wild  wind  is  ravin,  and  mammies  heart's  sair; 
The  wild  wind  is  ravin,  and  ye  dinna  care. 


Sing,  haloo   loo,  lammy,  sing  hal<><  tmy  dear, 
Sing-,  baloo  loo,  lammy,  ain  minnie  is  here; 
My  wee  bairnie's  dozin',  it's  dozin  now  fine, 
And,  oh!  may  it--  wauVnin  be  blyther  than  mine 
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The  braes  o*  ballochmyle 
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av_rock  sang  011  hil_lock  green  ,  Rut  na  -ture  siek_en'd   nn  the  e'e.  Thro' 


iil_l(xk  green  ,  Rut  na 


w 


m  i  J,jN]j.,N:  jiflfimLmln 


fa_dcd  groves  Ma_ri  —  a  sang-,  Her_sel   in  beau—ty's  bloom  the  while;  And 


J"'f|.jjnnifi.,im.  iinnrTlfipij  j.i 

ay  the  wild  wood  ech_oes    rang",  FLare_weel  the  braes  n'  Bal  _  loch_myle . 


Low  in  your  wintry  beds  ,  ye  flowers, 

Again  ye'll  flourish  fresh  and  fair; 
Ye  birdies  dumb,  in  with'ring  bowers, 

Again  ye'll  rharm  the  vocal  air  . 
But  here,  alas!  for  me,nae  mair 

Shall  birdie  charm ,  or  floweret  smile; 
Fareweel  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ayr, 

Fareweel,  fareweel !  sweet  Ballochmyle! 

YE'LL  MOlWf  GJJDE  MAJV. 

N      is.  n  N  N 


Lively 


"Yell  mount  gudeman,  ye'll  mount  and  ye'll  ride,Yell  cross  the  Eran,  sync 

T  J 


le  Loch  side,  Then  uiPmang  the  Infls,  and  thro'  muir  and  heath- er,  And 

111  1 
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join  great  Argyle,  where  loyal  men  gather''  'in—deed,  honest  Luckie,  I  think  ye'rc  11.  > 


r  r  £  f  u  - 1 J  .  E 


Mate, To  bid  loy_al  men  gang'  <>— ny    sic   gafe.,    For    I'm    gaim   to    fight  for 

_.  r  •  u  — r  •  1  r  u 


32 


true  Loyaltie?   Had  the  Prince  ne'er  a_nitli_er,  lie   aye  will    hae  me! 


"About    Charlie  Staart  we  ne'er  could  agree, 
But,  dearie,  for  ance  be  counsell'd  by  me  5 
Tak  nae  pairt  at  a',  bide  quietly  at  Lame, 
And  ne'er  heed  a  Campbell ,  M'.'  Donnell, or  Graham'.' 

'Na,  na,gtidewife,for  that  winna  do, 
My  Prince  is  in  need,  his  friends  are  bnt  few; 
I  aye  lo'ed  the  Stuarts,  I'll  join  them  the  day, 
Sac  |rie  me  my  boots,  for  my  boots  I  will  hae! 

"Oh!  saftly  gudeman,I  think  yc-'re  gane  mad, 
I  hae  nae  the  heart  to  prin  on  your  Cockaudej 
The  Prince, as  ye  ca' him, will  never  succeed: 
Ye'll  lose  your  estate, and  may  be  your  head. 

'Come,checr  ye, my  dear,  and  dry  up  your  tears, 
I  hae  my  hopes,  and  I  hae  my  fears; 
But  I'll  raise  my  men, and  a'  that  is  given, 
To  aid  the  gude  cause,  then  leave  it  to  Heaven  . 

'But,haste  ye  now, haste  ye, for  I  maun  be  gaun  , 
The  mare's  at  the  yett,  the  biigle  is  blaun; 
G-ie  me  my  bannet,  it's  far  in  the  day, 
Im  no  for  a  Cup, there's  nae  time  to  stay? 

"Oh!  tak  but  ane,  it  may  do  ye  gude',' 
'But, what  ails  the  woman^shc  surely  is  wudj' 
Slir\  lifted  the  kettle,  but  somehow  it  coUpcd 
On  the  lfgs  °'  the  T.aird,  wha  roar'd  and  wha  loirpen 

'l'm  brent!  I'm  brent]  how  cam  it  this  waj  ? 

I  fear  I'll  no  ride  for  nmii)  a  d  .y  ,  

Send  aff  the  men,  and  to  Prince  Charles  say„ 
My  heart  is  wi'  him,  but  I'm  tied  by  the  t&*. 

The  wily  Wife  flcech'd,and  the  I^aird  did  nae  see 
The  smile  on  her  cheek  thro?. the  tear  in  her  ee 
"Had  1  kent  tl|c  gnric— man    wad  hae  had  sicCen  pain, 
The  Kettle  for  me  sud  hae  cotiped  its  lane!" 
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whaT  ails  This  heart  o> mijveS 


What    ails    ifllis    heart    o'  mine?  What    meins  this    w.irLry   ee?  What 


m 


yars    me    aye   turn    rauld     as     death,  When    T   tak     leave    o»    thee?  When 

.   C\  


thou     art     far      a  _  wj,      Tlion'lt       dear  _  er  h( 


to  me;  But 


change     o»    fouk,  and     change    o'  place,  May    gar     thy     fan  —  ey  jee 


0  ' 


m  v&  r 


Then  1  11   sit  down  and  moan, 

Just  hy  yon  spreading  tree, 
And  gin  a  leaf  fa'   in  my  lap, 

I'll  ca't   a  word   frae  thee. 
S\ne  I'll  gang  to  the  howV, 

Which  thou  wi'  roses  tied; 
'Twas  there, l>y  many  a  Mushing  hud, 

I  strove  my  love  to  hide. 

I'll  doat  on  ilka  spot 

Whare  1  hae  hem  wi'  thee; 

I'll  ca'  to  mind  some  fond  lovtwtale, 
By  ev'ry  hum  and  tree . 

'Tis  hope  that  cheer*  the  mind, 


And  when  I  think  I  *ee  thee  *ti!1, 
Al  think  tin  still  with  thee. 


FIFE,  AND  A*  The  LANDS  ABOUT  IT. 
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Al_lan    need    na    speak    to    me,  For    nae    Fife    Laird  I 


1 


e'er     will     fak;     If     I     was      spar'd       to       cross      fhe       sei,  I'm 


i  i    i      '  T    i    r  i  "  — 
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snre       I     ne'er     could     yen  _  tnre     back.      Fife,  and     ;t'   the    lands  a_ 


r~Q  j  ,  J  ilxlJ  r  r»r  u J  e 


bout     it,  tTu _  de  _  sir_  ing    I.  can     see;     Mo  -  ny      ■  a       Laird,  ye 


« — e 


need      na     donbt     it,    A'     his     lands      for     life     wad  gie 


iii 


I'll   no  gang-  to  spend  my  life, 

Far  frac  a'  my  frien's  in  Fife; 
If  siccan  a  thing  I  e'er  can  do, 

T  mann  lo'e  mair  than  I  lo'e  yon 
Fife, and  a'  the  lands  about  It, 

t'ndesiring   T  can  sec; 
Mony  a  Laird, ye  need  na  doubt  it, 

A'  his  lands    f..r  life  wad  gie  . 
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LOVE  IS  7*HE  CAUSE  O*  MOURJWJfG. 


w  « 


•3. 


f  fTT 

By  yon   r»ar_ing    lin      a   bo_nie  la*.s    sat,   And   sad_ly  and 


lane_ly    the     las  _  sic     did      mourn;     She     lobk'd     Tip    to    Hea  -ven,  her 


( 


f 


eyes    they    were    wet;     She    pn'rl     the    wild     rose,     as     she     ^az'd    on  the 


r  r1^  '' 1  f 


Pi 
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r 

hum;     i  m     now    a'  my  -  lane,     I     may    yield       to        my       grief,  To 


r  r  u  r 


r  r  r 

;et     to  nr 

r 

y     sel,  O 
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,   what     heart       re  _  li 

i  j^i  j  Jdi 

ef !     Nae     nee  _  hours  to 
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J  a  _  mie     was     dear.    I'm    fhrang-    a'     the     day,      I'll      do      like  the 


pun  nnimu/n  npiij  jj 


cj        "s  ■ — -~i —  '  ■   ^3 — ^  rg. — 

lave,      Na<?     rairse     o'    com  _  plaint,     my     Mifh_er    fhall     ha\cj  Bt;» 


■' 1  j  f  r  'j  f 


Him 


I  r  'ill 


ay    in    the    gloa_min,  a_fore    the    night    fa',     I'll      pray      for  my 


r  'jr  r  1  r  -  ^ 
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Ja_mie,  my     love,  that's     a  _wa',  The     cause     o'     my      roour  _  ning. 


am 


mm 


i 


mm 


I  strive   to  look  chearful ,  but  canna  be  gay; 
Wi*  lads  and  wi'  lasses  nae  lander  I  play; 
At  bogle,when  ramping-,  I  think  they're  gaun  mad, 
The  louder  they  laugh,  Hie  mair  I  am  sad. 
Far  sweeter  to  me  to  gang  down  the  lang  glen, 
'Mang  heather  an<!  whins  to  yon  bonie  den, 
Where  the  mavis  does  sing,  and  the  wild  rose  does  blaw, 
And  a'  thing  reminds  me  o'  him  thats  awa  . 

Should  he  ne'er  come  back 

A'  joy  it  will  wilher  

And  for  his  dear  sake 

I'll  think  o'  nae  ither' 
But  ay  in  the  gloaming  afore  the  night  fa1, 
I'll  pray  for  my  Jamie,  my  love,  that's  awa', 
The  cause  o'  my  mourning.- 
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7' HE  At  1 1. 1.  Frit. 


I  r  i  n 


O    mer_ry    may    the    maid    be    That     mar_ries   with  the 


g4 


Mil_ler,    For    foul    day    and    fair    day   He's  ay  hring_ing  till  her;  He's 


ji  hi  ■[  ■■! i  n  I  i  j  u  r 


ay     a     pen  _  ny    in     his     pnrse,     For     din  _  ner    and    for    sup_per,  And 


•I'ULT  f  r  H 


r  1 J  e  r 


gin    •she    please    a    good    fat    cheese,    And    lnmps    o'    yel  _low  l>ut_ter, 


When  Jamie  first  did  woo  me, 

I  speir'd  what  was  his  calling: 
'Fair  maid, says  he,  O  come  and  see; 
Ye'fe  welcome  to  my  dwalling." 

Tlio'  I  was  shy,  yet  I  could  spy 
The  truth  of  what  he  told  me, 

And  that  his  house  was  warm  and  couth  , 

•     And  room  in  it  to  hold  me  . 

Behind  the  door  a  bag  of  meal, 
And  in  the  kist  was  plenty 

Of  good  hard  cakes, his  mither  bakes, 
\n<l  bannajckji  were  na  scanty; 

\  goad  fat  sow,  a  sleeky  cow 
Was  standing  in  the  byre; 

While  lazy  puss  with  mealy  mouse 
Was  playing  at  the  fire  . 


"frood  signs  are  these','my  mither  says, 

And  hids  me  tak  the  miller; 
For  foul  day  and  fair  day 

He's  ay  bringing  till  her-, 
For  meal  and  maut  she  does  na  want,  . 

Nor  ony  thing  that's  dainty} 
And  now  and  then  a  keckllng  hen 

To  lay  her  eggs  in  plenty. 

In  winter,when  the  wind  and  rain 

Blaws-  o'er  the  house  and  hyre, 
He  sits  beside  a  clean  hearth-*tane, 

Before  a  ronsing  fire: 
His  canty  wife  has  a'  things  right, 

A  supper  warm  and  sappy; 
Wha'd  he  a  King,  a     petty  thing, 

When  a  Miller  lives  sae  happy? 


WIIIAF  WAS  A   HU.V'l'OtV  HA(i. 
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hang      a      t',fli      That      pleas  d      the      lass  _  es      best      of  a'. 


He  was  a  man  without  a    f  lag-, 

His  heart  was  frank  without  a  flaw; 
And  ay,  whatever  Willy  sai<l  , 

If  was   still   hadden    as    a  law. 
His   hoots   they  were  made  of  the  jag, 

When  he  went  to  the  weapon—  shaw; 
Upon   the  green    nanc   durst   him  brag, 

The  Jient    a    ,inc   amang   them  a'. 
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7HE  LASS  OF  ECCLEFECHAW. 


L.i  vely 


Gatyemc,OgHlycme,  O  gat  ye  me  wi' naething?  Rock  and  reel, and 


111 1'  l1  i  i  i,  i  I  Ml  f 


spinnin  wheel,  a  mickle  quarter  bason.      By  e  at_ferar  my  Gutdicr   lias   .1  hich  liotisf 


and  a   laigh  anc  ,   A'  for_l)ye   my  hon—nie  sel,Tlie  toss  of  Ec_<  le_feoh_an  . 
  1 


r=f=r 


O,  hand  your  tongue  now,  Ivuckie  I,aing, 
O,  baud  your  tongue  and  jauncr; 

1      held   the  g'ate  till  you  I  met, 
Syne    I      began  to  wander.: 


I  tint   my  whistle  and  my  sang, 
I   tint  my  peac  e  and  pleasure; 

But  your  green  graff, now,Luckic  T.aing, 
Wad  airt  me  to  my  treasnre  . 


AIK1JV*  DEVM. 


mm 


'  I  |i\'d    a    man     in    our    town.    And    his    name     was     Aik__in  Drum: 


And 
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ho    wad     be      a      so  _  e'er, 


so  _  gcr ,     a      so  _  ger,      And      lie  wad 


5 


i 


-  rc 


And 


liis 


3-  "d" 

Aik  _  in      Drum  . 


i 


And  liis  coat  was  <>'  the  gude  saut  meat, 
Tlie  gude  saut  meat,  the  gude  saut  meat; 
And  a  waistcoat  <>'  the  haggis— l>ag, 

Ay  wire  Aikin  Drum  . 
O'    the  gude  lang  kail,  and  IheAthole  brose, 
Ay  they  made  his  trews  and  hose; 
And  lie  luikef  weel,as  ye  may  suppose, 

And  his  name  was  Aikin  Drum, 

\nd  his  hairnet  was  made  o' pye  crust, 
()'  pye  crust,   o' pye  crust, 
\nd  his  hannct  was  made  o' |iye  crust, 

Built  haith  thick  and  roun ; 
And  he  played  upon  a  razor, 
A  razor,  a  razor, 
And  he  played  upon  a  razor, 
And  whiles  upon  the  kame. 


And  he  lo'cd  wcel  the  crappit  heads, 
The  crappit  heads,  and  singit  heads, 
And  he  loed  weel  the  crappit  heads, 

And    sirigit  heads,  and  a\ 
And  he  lo'cd  wcel  the  ait,  cake, 
The  ait  cake,  the  ait  cake, 
And  he  lo'cd  weel  the  ait  cake, 

And  scons   and  bannocks  a'. 

Rut,waes  me!  he  turned  soger, 

A  soger,   a  soger; 

But,waes  me!  he  turned  soger, 

And  he  was  march'd  awa. 
'Bout  him  the  Carls  were  gabhin, 
For  him  the  laddies  sabbin, 
And  a' the  lassies  greetin, 

For  Aikin  Drum's  awa. 


THE  ATTAINTED    SCOTlSH  NOBLES. 


Same  Air, 


<)  some  wrill  tunc  their  mournfu'  strains , 

To  tell  o'  hame— made  sorrow; 
And  if  they  cheat  you  o'  your  tears, 

They'll  <lry  afore  the  morrow. 
<>  some  will  sino   their  airy  dreams, 

Wi'  verify  they  re  sporting^ 
My  sang's  <>'  nar  sic  thievc-lcss  themes, 

But  wakin  true  misfortune. 


Ye  Scottish  Nobles,  anc  and  a', 

For  loyalty  attainted, 
A   nameless  Bardy's  wae  to  see 

Your  sorrows  unlamented  ; 
For,  if  your   Fathers    ne'er  hafl  fought 

For   heirs  of  ancient  royalty, 
Ye're  down  the   day  that   might  bae  been 

At  the  top  o'  honour's  tree  a\ 


For  fair  hereditary  right, 

For  Conscience  sake,  they  stoutly  stood; 
And  for  the  Crown,  thei  r  valiant  sons, 

Themselves  have  shed  their  injured  blood. 
And  if  their  Fathers   ne'er  had  fought, 

For  heirs  of  ancient  royalty, 
They're  down  the  day  thai  might  a'  been 

At  the  top  of  honour's   tree  a'. 
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<>.'  h'KE't  Thou  ijt  i'hk  cavld  blast'. 


o!     W(rl     thou     in     tho     c.auld     blast,    On     yon_der    lea,  <>n 


PPM 


yon  —  <lcr      leaj     My     ]>laid  —  i°  *H©       an^'-gry       airf,  Id 


■ 

* 

shcl —tci-    thee,     Id     shel_ter    tlicc.     Or    dirt    mis  —  for  _  tune's     bit  —  tcr 

• 

i  j  i  j  ji  I  r  i  \\\  \ 


storms       A  —  rounrt      thee      blaw,    A  _roUjid     flic-    blaw;     Thy    bcild  shou'd 


be     my      ho  _  som,      To      share      it      a'      to      share      it  a'. 


Or  were  1   in    the   wildest  waste, 

Sae  bleak  and  bare,  sae  bleak  and  bare; 
The  desart   were    a  paradise, 

If  thou  wert  there,  if  thou  wert  there. 
Or  were   I    monarch   of   the  globe, 

Wi*  thee  to  reign,  wi'  thee  to  reign; 
The  brightest   jewel   o*  my  crown 

Wad  b<>  my  Jean,  wad   be  my  Jean. 


QUF.F.JT  MARIE, 
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You    mean  -er   beau_ties   of  the  night,  Which   poor_ly  sat  _  is 


m 


4  # 
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fie    our.    eyes,    More    by    your   nttm_ber    than  yonr    light,  Like  com_mon 


IF 


peo_pIe   of  the   skies ,  "What    are  ye  when   the   moon    doth    rise  ? 


U  r  T  r 


Ye  violets  that  first   appeare , 

By  your  purple  mantles  known, 

Like  proud  virgins  of  the  yeare , 

As  if  the  spring-  were  all  your  own, 
What  are  ye  w-hen  the  rose  is  blown  ? 


You  glancing-  Jewels  of  the  east, 
Whose  estimation  fancies  raise, 

Pearls,  rubies,    sapphires,  and  the  rest 
Of  glittering  gems,  what  is  your  praise 
When  the  bright  diamond  shews  his  rays  ? 


•Ye  wand'ring  chaunters  of  the  wood, 
That  fill  the  ayre  wi'  natures  layes, 

M  iking  your  feelings  understood 

In  accent  weak  —What  is  your  praise 
When  Philomel  her  voyce  shall  raise? 


But,  ah!  poor  Iigfh»  ,  gfm,voyce,and  sound, 
What  are  yc  if  my  Mary  shine? 

Moon,  diamond,  flowers,  and  Philomel, 
Light,  lustre,  scent,  and  musick  tine, 
And  yield  to  mr  rit  more  divine. 


There  rose  and  lily,  the  hale  spring-, 

■Around  her*  face  for  sweetness  speed, 
The  diamond  darkens. in  the  ring; 

When  she  appears  ,  the  moon  looks  dead. 

As  when  Sol  lifts  his  radiMtf  h<ad. 

1 
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FBAE  THE  FMEJTDS  AJ*TD  LAJTD  I  LOlrE% 


Slow 


Frae  the  friends  and  land  I  love.DrivVi  by  for_tunes    fel_ly  t.i>itc  : 


Frae    my  best    be  —  lov«1    I    rove,     Ne_ver   mair     to    taste     rle  _  light, 


rae  m 

ill 


I — r 

Ne  _ver    mair    maun    hope    to  find      Ease  frae    toil,   re_lief    frae  rare-; 


"When   re_mem _brance  wracks  the  mind,  Pleas_ures  but  un_veil  de  _  spair. 


Brightest  climes  shall  mirk  appear, 

Desart  ilka  blooming-  shore; 
Till  the  Fates,  nae  mair  severe, 

Friendship,  Love,  and  Peac  e, restore. 
Till  revenge, wi'  laurelled  head, 

Bring  oar  banished   hame  again; 
And  ilk  loyal,  bonnic  lad^ 

Cross  the  seas, and  win  liis  aim 


OX  THE  RESTORATION  OF  THE  FORFEITED  ESTATES  1784. 


As  o'er  the  -Highland  liills  I  hie  d,The  Came  rons   in  ar_ray  I    spied;  Loch. 


iels  proud  stan_dard  wav_  ing  wide     In  all   its     hii  _  cient  gb>_ry 


Tli 


mar_tial  pipe  loud  pierc'd  the  sky,  Tlie  bard  a_rose   re —  sound  _  ing  high.  Their 


5 


va__lour,  faith,  and    loy_al_ty,   That    shine   in    Scot'—  fish  sto_ry 


i 


No  more  the  trumpet  calls  to  arms, 
Awaking-  battles  fierce  alarms; 
But  every  heroes  bosom  warms 

"With  song's  of  exultation. 
"While  brave  Lochiel  at  length  regains, 
Thro' toils  of  war,,  his  native  plains, 
And  won  by  glorious  wounds,  attains, 

His  high  paternal  station. 

Let  now  the  voice  of  joy  prevail, 
And  echo  wide  from  hill  to  vale,' 
Ye  warlike  Clans,  arise, and  hail 

Your  lairrell'd  Chiefs  returning. 
Oer  ev'ry  mount ain,evVy  isle, 
Let  peace  in  all  her  lustre  smile, 
And  discord  ne'er  her  day  defile 

With  sullen  shades  of  mourning. 


M°.  Leod,         Donald, join  the  strain, 
Mf.;  Pherson,  Fraser,  and  MTLean, 
Thro  all  your  bounds  let  gladness  reign, 

Both  prince  and  patriot  prjaising. 
Whose  generous  bounty  richly  pours 
The  streams  of  plenty  round  your  shores, 
To  Scotia's  hills  their  pride  restores, 

Her  faded  honours  raising. 

Let  all  the  joyous  banquet  share, 
Nor  e'er  let  Gothic  gTandeur  dare, 
With  scow  ling'  brow,  to  overbear 

A  vassals  rights  invading1! 
Let  freedom's  conscious  sons  disdain 
To  croud  his  fawning  (imid  train, 
Nor  even  own  his  haughty  reign, 

Their  dignity  degrading. 


Ye  northern  Chiefs,  whose  rage^inbrokc, 
Has  still  repcll'd  the  tyrant's  shock, 
Who  ne'er  have  bow'd  beneath  her  yoke 

With  servile  base  prostration; 
Let  each  now  train  his  trusty  hand, 
'Gainst  foreign  foes  alone  st.iinl. 
With  undivided  heart  and  hand 

For  freedom,  king  and  nation. 


108 


HIELAJfD  LADDIE, 


Lively. 


mm 


Will  ye  go   to    In_ver_ness,  Bon_nie   lad_die,  Hie_land  lad_die? 


There  ye'll   see   the  Hie_l.ind    dress,  Bon_nie    Iad_die,  Hie_land  lad_die, 


m 


m 


m  n 

9     4      -d-  * 
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For  the    lad    that    wears  the  trew,  Bon_ni*    lad_die,  Hie_land    lad_die . 


m 


Geordie  sits  in  Charlie's  chair, 
Bonnie  laddie,  Hieland  laddie^ 

Had  I  my  will, he'd  no   sit  there, 
Bonnie  laddie,  Hieland  laddie. 

Ne'er  reflect  on  sorrows  past, 

Bonnie  laddie,  Hieland  laddie* 

Oiarlir  will  he  King-  at  last, 

Bonnie  laddie,  Hiel;ind  laddie. 


And  tho'  now  our'  sky  may  lower, 
Bonnie  laddie,  Hieland  laddie, 

It's  only  like  an  April  shower, 
Bonnie  laddie,  Hieland  laddie. 

Time  and  tide  come  round  to  a^ 
Bonnie  laddie,  Hieland  laddie; 

And  upstart  pride  will  get  a  fa', 
Bonnie  laddie,  Hieland  laddie. 


Keep  up  your  heart,  for  Charlie  fight, 
Bonnie  laddie,  Hieland  laddie; 

And,c«me  what  may,ye've  done  whaf?s  right, 

Bonnie  laddie,  Hieland  laddie.  

END  OF  VOLUME  FIRST. 
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O  W1ALY\ 


1 


Slow 


lit  _  tie      while      •when      it      is       new;       But      when       'tis        auld,  if 


O  wherefore    should   I    husk   my  head  ? 

O  wherefore  should  I  kame  my  hair? 
For  my    fause    love   has    me  forsook, 

And   says  he'll  never  loe  me   mair . 
Now  Arthur's  seat    shall  he  my  bed", 

The  grey  mist  will  my  covering1  be; 
Saint   Anton's  well  shall  he  my  drink  , 

Sinee  my  fause   love's  forsaken  me. 


Engraved    by  Walker  &  Anderson,   EH  in'.' 


'Tis  not    the    frost    that    freezes  fell, 

Nor  hi  awing  maws  inelemeneic; 
'Tis  not  sic  cawld    that  makes   me  <  ry , 

But  my  love's  heart  grown  eauld  to  me. 
O  Mart'mas  wind,  when  wilt  thou  hi  aw, 

And  shake  the  green  leaves  .ill  the  M(<7 
O  gentle  death,  when  wi|f  th ou  Come, 

And   tak  a   life  that   wenric  me? 


fHE  BRAES  (P  KILL1EC  RAJfKlE. 


W1iarehaeyebeensaebra\v,lad?WharehaeyebeensaebrankieO?  Whare  hae  ye 


4 
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been  saebraw^ladPCamyebvKjlliecrankie^O  ?  Anye  had  been  vharc  I  hae been,  Ye  wad  na 


r jir rTnirj  j  r,iltlJJJ  hflBj  iij  jji 


•  "^  ■  ' — w — * 

beep  sae  <antie,0;  An  ye  had  seen -what  I  hae  seen,  I'tli'  braes  o1  Kil_lie_rran  kie,  C) 


ruin 


I  faugh  t  at  land,  I  faught  at  sea, 
At  bame  I  faught   my  Auntie,  O; 

Bnt  I  met   the  Devil  and  Dundee, 
On  th1  braes  <>'  Killiecrankie,  O. 
An'  ye  hail  been,  &c. 


The  bauld  Pitcur  fell  in  a  fur, 
An'Clavers  g-at  a  elaiikie, 

Or  I  liad  fed  an'  Atliole  gled 

On  th' braes  <>'  Killieerankie,  O . 
An1  ye  had  been,  &c. 


-fHE  BOJVJVY  HOUSE  O'AFRLIE. 


It     f(Tl     on     a     day,     a    ,)on  —  n>     sitn  —  Pier    day,   When  the 
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i  ?  I  nil  jjji  nnj  i  nun 


T — r 

great     dis  —  pute     Between    Ar_gylc    and    Air  _  lie,     That     there  ft 


P 


UN      j  J-J I — i — — Q 


great      dis  _  pute        Be  _  tween      Ar_gylc  and 


mm 


Air      lie . 


P 


Argyle  lie  has  taen  a  hundred  o'  his  men, 

A  hundred  men  and  fifty, 
And  he's  awa,  on  yon  green  shaw, 

To  plunder  the  bonny  house  o'  Airlie. 

The  lady  looked  owre  the  hie  Castle  wa',- 

And  oh!  but  she  sighed  sairly, 
When  she  saw  Argyle,  and  a1  his  men, 

Come  to  plunder  the  bonny  house  o'  Airlie. 

"Come  down  to  me"  said  proud  Argyle; 
"Come  down  to  me,  Lady  Airlie, 
Or  I  swear  by  the  sword  I  hand  in  my  hand, 
I  winna  leave  a  stanin  stane  in  Airlie!' 

Til   no  cum  down, ye  proud  Argyle, 

Until     that  ye  speak   mair  fairly, 
Tho'  ye  swear  by  the  sword  that  ye  baud  in  your  hand, 

That  ye  winna   leave  a   stanin   stane  in  Airlie. 

'Had  my  ain  Lord    been  at  his  hame, 

But  he's  awa  wi1  Charlie, 
There's   no  a    Campbell  in  a'  Argyle, 

Dare  hae  trod  on    the   bonny  green  o'  Airlie. 

'But  since  we  ran  hand  out    nae  mair, 

My  hand  1  offer  fairly; 
Oh.    lead  me  down  to  yonder  glen, 

That  I  may  nae  see  the  burnin  o'  Airlie? 

He's  taen  her  by  the  trembling'  hand, 

But  he's  no  tane  her  fairly, 
For  he  led  her  up  to  a  hie  hill  tap, 

Where  she  saw   the  burnin  ol  Airlie. 

Clouds  o'  smoke,  and  flames  sa<  hie. 

Soon  left  the  wa's  but  barely: 
And  she  laid  her  down  on  that  hill  to  die, 

Whan  she  saw   the  burnin  o'  Airlie  . 
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"f.ARRT  WOO\ 


Tar_ry  woo',  O    tar  _  ry  woo1,  tar_ry    woo'  is    ill     to  spin; 


When    'tis  card_ed, 

towdj  an 

d  Spl 

3 

an,  Ther 
-J  1  «4 

i   the  work   is  1 

laf  _  lens 

done; 

1    1  ' 

jflin 


^  mJi,nji nil 


t — 

But    -when    wo_vcn,  drcst,  and    clean,   It    may     be    clead_ing  for  a  Queen. 


Sing,my  bonny  harmless  sheep, 

That  feed  upon  the  mountains  steep, 

Bleating  sweetly,as  ye  go, 

Thro'  the  winter's  frost  and  snow. 

Hart, and  hi  rid,  and  fallow  deer, 

No  by  lull  so  tisefa'  are: 

Frae  kings  to  him  that  hands  the  plow, 

Are  all  oblig'd  to  tarry  wool 


How  happy  is  the  shepherd's  life, 
Far  frae  conrts,  and  free  of  strife, 
While  the  gimmers  bleat  and  bae, 
And  the  lambkins  answer  mae) 
No  such  music  to  his  ear: 
Of  thief  or  fox  he  has  no  fear; 
Sturdy  kent  and  colly  true, 
Well  defend  the  tarry  woo'. 


He  lives  content  and  envies  none; 
Not  even  a  monarch  on  his  throne, 
Tho'hc  the  royal  sceptre  sways, 
Has  not  sweeter  holidays. 
Who'd  be  a  king,  can  ony  tell, 
When  a  shepherd  sings  sac  well? 
Sings  sae  well,  and  pays  his  due, 
With  honest  heart  and  tarry  woo'. 


OH!  DMJtWA  ASK-  ME   GIJT  I   LOE  YE . 


.5 


OhIdin_na  ask  me  g-in    I    lo'e  ye,  'Deed     I    dar_na  tell; 


Din_na    ask    me     gin     I    lo'e     ye,    Ask     it      o?     yotir__  sel 


Oli 


I 


■r-  r  f  jw  J:  .Mr-r  j1:  f  ft 


din  _  na      look      sae      aft     at     me,     Kor      oh,   ye      weel       may      trow,  That 


Alien      ye      look      sae      sair      at      me,      I      dar  _  na      look      at  y< 


An'  when  ye're  gaun    to    the  town, 
An'   mony   a  braw    lass  see, 

O,  Jamie,  dinna    look    at  them, 
For    fear   ye    mind    na  me: 

Kor     weel     I     ken    there's     mony  a  ane 
That    weel    might    fancy  thee; 

Then    Jamie     keep     me    in    your  mind 
Wha    lo'es     but    only    thee  . 
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T RUE-HEAR?  ED  WAS  HE,  T'HE  SAD  SWAIN  tO'  7HE   YA  RROhl 


m  •  m — •> 


True_heart*_ed  was  he,  The  sad  swain  o?  the  Yar_row,  And  fair  ire  (he 


earn  •  i  r 


« — * 


maids  on  the  banks.-o' the  Ayr;  But  by  the  sweet  side  o»  the  Nith's  A\-ln<f«_feig  ri_ve*r.  Are 


m 


IP 
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Io_vers    as   faith _fu',    and    maid_ens  as    fair.         To  e_qual  young-  Jes_sie  s<  ek 


i 
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J         Scotland  all  o_ver;  To  e_qual young  Jessie  you  seek    if   in  vain}  Grace, 


1  ■ 

beau  _ty,  and 


TP 

el_e_gance,  fet_ter  her  lo_ver,  And  maid_en_Iy  mo_des_ry  fix_es  the  Chain* 


Oil!    fresh  is  the  rose  in   the  gay  dewy  morning, 

And  sweet   is  (he   lily   at   evening  close; 
Bui  in  the  fair  presence  <>'  lovely  yawns  Jessie1, 

Unseen  is  the  lily,  unheeded  the  rose. 
Love  sits    in  her   smile,  a   wizz.inl  ensnaring, 

Enthrond  in  her  een     he  delivers  his  law, 
And  still   to  her  charms   she  alone  is  a  stranger! 

Her  modest    demeanour \    the  jewel    of  a'. 


7' HE  BRA  ES   O9  GLE.V1  EE  EH. 

Keen  blaws  the  wind  o'er  the  braes  o'  Gleniffer, 

Tlie  auld  castle's  turrets  are  coyer d  wi'  snaw; 
How  chang'd  frae  the  rime  when  I  met  wi'  my  lover 

Amang  the  broom  bushes  by  Stanley^green  shaw. 
The  wild  flow'rs  o'  simmer  were  spread  a'  sac  bonny, 

The  Mavis  sang-  sweet  frae  the  green  birken  tree; 
But  far  to  the  <  amp  they  hae  march'd  my  dear  Johnny, 

An'  now  it  is  winter  wi'  nature  an'  me  . 


Then   ilk  thing  around  us  was  blythsome  an'  cheery; 

Then  ilk  thing  around  us  was  bonny  an'  braw; 
Now    naething  is  heard  but  the  wind  whistling  dreary, 

An'   iiMcthing-    is    seen    but  the   wide  —  spreading  snaw. 
The   trees    are    a'  bare,   an'  the   birds    mute    an'  dowie, 

They  shake  the  cauld  drift  frae  their  wings  as  they  flee, 
An'  chirp    out  their  plaints,  seeming  wae   for  my  Johnny; 

'Tis  winter  wi'  them,    an'  'tis  winter  wi'  me. 


Same  Air 


Slow 


Yon   cauld   sleety  cloud   skiffs   alang  the   bleak  mountain, 

An'   shakes   the    dark   firs    on    the    stey   rocky  brae, 
"While   down  the   deep   glen   bawls  the   snaw^—f  looded  fountain, 

That  murmurVl    sae    sweet   to   my    laddie  an'  me: 
'Tis    no    its    loud    roar    on   the   wintry  win'  swelling; 

It's    no  the   cauld   blast    brings    the  tears    i'  my  e'e- 
For,  O  !  gin   I    saw    but   my    bonny    Scotch  callan, 

The  dark   days    o'  winter  were    simmer  to  me. 


0  SCAR'S  GHOS'f. 


O,  see   that  form  that  faint_ly  gleams; 'Tis  Oscar  come   to  cliear  my 


r'  ri^f»  n' w mini 


dreams.'  On   wings  of  wind   he  flies  a  way;  O  srayitny  love_ly  Os_car,  stay! 


mm 


Wake  Ossian,  last  off  Fingals  line, 

And  mix  thy  tears  and  sighs  with  mine; 

Awake  the  harp  to  doleful  la\s. 

And   soothe  my  soul  with  Oscar's  praise. 

The  shell  is  ceas'd  in  Oscar's  hall, 
Since  gloomy  Kerbar  wrought  his  Fall; 
The  roe   on  Morvcn  lightly  bounds, 
Nor  hears  the  cry  of  Oscar's  hounds. 
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7HF.  LAZY*  .MIST'. 


The       la  _  mist      Jiang's      on  the 


brow       of  (in 


Pi 

ftp 

L^.Q  )  Pi, 

a-. 

tain 

hill,     Con  _  real  _  ing'     the     course    of    the    dark _wind  _  ing    rill  .  H'W 


^1 
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an  _  g-uid        the         scenes       late       so        spright  _  ly       ap  _  pr  ar,  A 


fat 
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Atr  _   tunin        to       Win  —  t«?r        re  _    signs        the        pale  ■  year 


The  forests    are   leafless,    the  meadows   are  brown, 
And    all    the  gay  foppery  of  summer  is  flown; 
Apart  let  me   wander,   apart    let  me  nrase, 
How  quick  Time  is   flying,   how  keen  Fate  pursues. 


How  long  I  have  livrl  but   how   much  livd  in  vain, 

How  little  of  life's  scanty  span    may  remain  _ 
"What    aspects    old  Time  in    his  progress    has  worn! 
What    ties    cruel    Fate  in  my  bosom  has    torn  ! 


How  foolish,    or  worst,  'till   our  summit  is  g-aind 
And  downward    how  wcakend,  how  darken'd,  how  pai 
Life  is  not    worth   having  w  ith    ill   it  can  gi\  <  , 
H'or   something  beyond  if   poor  man  sure  must  li\<. 


I'LL  O'ER  BOGIE. 
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Clio* 


a'    my    kin    had    sworn   and    s,iid,     I     will      a  _  wa      wi'     her  .  I'll 


■  >'er     Bo_gic,       o'er       Bo  _  gi<  ,       Oer       Bo   _  jxie       wi'       her,  Tho' 


a'     my     kin     had      swum     and     said,    I     will     a  .wa     wi'  lirr, 


If  I  can  get    bnt    her  consent, 
I  dinna  care   a  strae 

Tho'  ilka    ane    be  discontent, 
Awa'  wi'  her    I'll  gae . 
I'll  o'er  Bogie,  &c . 


Siccen  a   wark's   they  hae  wi*  siller, 
And  wi*  a  grand  descent, 

But  Bet  counts  cousin  to  the  Laird 
So  they  may  ho  content . 
And  I'll  o'er  Bogie,  Sec. 


For  now  she's  mistress  o'  my  heart , 
And  wordy  o'  my  hand , 

And  weel  I  wat  we  shanna  part 
For  siller  or  for  land. 
I'll  o'er  Bogie,  Sec  . 


My  Uncle  he  does  threaten  me, 
My  Aunty  laiks  fa'  sow, 

Tho'  naething  can  they  say  ava' 
But    that   the  lassie's  puir. 
And  I'll  o'er  Bogie^  A-(  . 
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LOUD  ROARED  1HE  TEMPEST* 


Loud  roard  the  tcm_pest,thc  night  was  dc_scend_ing,  A_lone  to  the 


nf  r  mi  Nf  r  mm 
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beach  was  the  fair  mai_den  wen_ding5  She  eyed  the  dark  wave  thro'  its  light-foaming1 


she     thought    on    her  T..o_\er. 

*  ft4-^F 


co—vcr}     And    chill   grew  her  heart, 


Long  has   she  wandcr'd  ,  her  maiden  heart  fearing; 
Wild  rolls  her  eye, hut  no  hark  is  appearing; 
No  kind  star  of  light  thro'  the  dark    sky  is  heaming, 
And  far  is  the  cliff  where  the  beacon  is  gleaming. 

In  vain  for  thy  love  the  beacon— flame's  bnrning, 
And    vain  is  thy  gaze  to  descry  him  returning; 
No  longer  he  strives  'gainst  the  billows'  rude  motion, 
For  heavy  they  roll  o'er  his  bed  of  the  ocean. 

Ah!  where  is  my  child  gone,  long,  long  does  she  tarry! 
Fond   mother, forbear ,  thon'rt  not  heard  by  thy  Mary, 
For  sound  is  her  sleep  on  the  dark  weedy  pillow, 
Her  bed   the   cold'  sand,  and  her  sheet  the  rnde  billow. 


-The  maid  or  glewcojvjtel. 


M 
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The   pearl    of    (he    foun_»ain,    the     rose    of    the    val  _ ley,  Are 


11 


r 

sparkling-  and  love_ly,  are  stainless  and  mild;  The  pearl  sheds  its  ray'neath  the 


pearl  and   the  rose    are   the    em  -hlems  of   Ma_ry,      The     Maid     of     Glen  _ 


con_nel,     once    Iove_ly     and    gay;    A     false    lo  _  ver    woo'd    lier — Ye 


r  •       r     +  *,:  *  *  r 

dam_sels  he  w  a  —  ry  —  Now  scathd  is  the  l>los_som,  now  dimmd  is  the  ray 


f 


Yon  have  seen  her,  when  morn  brightly  dawn'd  on  the  mountain, 

Trip  blythely  along-,  singing-  sweet  fo  the  gale; 
At  noon,  with  her  lambs,  hy  the  side  of  yon  fountain] 

Or  wending,  at    eve,  to  her  home  in  the  vale. 
Willi  the   flowers  of  the  willows  free  hlent  is  her  tresses, 

Now,  woe  .worn  and  pale,  in  the  glen  she  is  seen 
Bewailing  the  cause  "I  her   rueful  distresses,   

How  fondly  he  vow'd  — and   how  false  he  has  been. 
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7'0  THEEy  LOFD  DEE. 


To  thee,  lov'd  Dec,  thy  gladsomr  vales, "Where  late  with  care_  1<  s 


¥~3 

steps    I   rangdj   Tho'  prest    with    care,     and    sunk    in    woe,  To    thee  I 


m 


m  jjiuiij  k^M 


bring"    a    heart    un_  chang'd.        I    love    thee,    Dee,  thy  banks  &■  glades,  Tho1 


»  ft 


mom1,  ry  there  n5y  lfo_  som  tear?  Yor  there  he  rov'd  that 
-*  


Ef  f'tf'r  i 


broke     my      heart,     Yet      to     that      heart,      Oh  J      still      now  dear 


Ye   shades    that   eeho'd  to   his  vows, 

And  saw  me  once  supremely  blest 
Oh  yield  me  now .  a   peaceful  grave, 

And  give  a    forlorn   maiden   rest  ! 
And   should  the    false  one  hither  stray, 

No  vengeful  spirit  bid  him  fear; 
Rut    tell  him,  tho'  he  broke  my  heart, 

Vrt    to    that  heart  he  still   was  dear. 


HERE'S  A  HEALTH  TO  THOSE  FAR  AWAY. 


health  to  those  who  were  here  t'other  day,  But  who  ne'er  may  he  with  us  a.gain,  —oh!  never 

<7s 


'fis  hard  to  be  parted  from  those,  "With  whom  we  for_ev_er  cou'd  dwell;      But  bitter  in  
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deed  is  the  sorrow  that  flows,  When  perhaps  we  are  saying-  farewell,  for  ev,_er 


Here's    a    health   to  those  far  away, 

Who  are  gone  to  wars  fatal  plain; 
Here's    a   health   to  those  who  were  here  t'other  day, 

But  who  ne'er  may  be  with  as  again, -oh  never. 
Tho*  those  whom  we  tenderly  love 

Onr  tears  at  this  moment  may  claim; 
A  balm  to  our  sorrow  this  truth  sure  must  prove, 

They'll  li\c  in  the  records  of  fame,  forever! 


HERE'S  A  HEALTH  TO  THEM  THAT'S  Aff\4. 


Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  aw  a; 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  aw.; 
And  wha  winna  w  ish  ginle  luck  to  the  cause, 

May  never  g-iide  lin  k  be  their  fa!  Hinny. 
Its  gude  to  be  merry  and  wise; 

It's  gudc  to  be  honest  and  true; 
It'sgndc  to  be  affwi'tbe  auld  love, 

Before  we  be  on  wi'  the  new,  Hinny. 


S.inu'  Air. 

Hi  r<\  a  health  to  them  that's  awa{ 

Here's  a  health  to  (hem  that's  aw.i; 
Here's  a  health  to  Charlie  the  c  hief  o'  the  elans , 

Although  that  his  band  be  but  snia,  Hinny. 
Here's  freedom  to  him  that  would  read? 

Here's  freedom  to  him  that  would  w  rit'  ; 
There's  naneeverfearedthattlictriiihshouldix  h>  ar 

But  they  whom  the  truth  would  indili  ,  Hinn)  • 
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?HE  B  At  Erie's  sajtg. 


Dance  toyour  daddy    my  bonnie  la_dy,Dance  toyotirdaddy  my  weebit  lamb. 


K  ^ 
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Ye  s. 

•l.gef 

a  ship_py, 

and  a  lit_tk  fisiiy,  an  1  a  1  f t  f 

ledMry, 

'or  yo 

ur  suppl 

L  « 

e_tar 
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"5#S 
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 1 

Danoo  to  your  dad_dy   my  bonnie  la_dy, Dance  toyour  daddy    my  daufit  lamb. 


Haillto  the  Chief  who  in  triumph  ad_van_ces,  Hnnnnr'd  and  blessVl  be  tlie 


cv_er  gTeen  pine!     I..ong-  may  the  tree  in  his  ban_ner  that  gOan-ces,  Flour-  ish,the 


shel_ter   and   grace  of  our  line!        Hea'v'n  send   it   hap_py  Hew,  F.arth  lcn<l  it 
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sap  a— new,  Gai_ly  to  l>our_geon,and  broad_ly  to  grow,    While  evLry  highland  ^lui 


our  shout  bad  a_gen,   '*Roderigh  Vi oh  Al— pine  dim,      ho!    rer  _  oc  !" 


Ours  is  no  sapling,  ohance_sown  by  the  .fountain, 

Blooming  at  Beltane,  in  Winter  to  fade; 
When  the  whirlwind  has  stripp'd  ev'ry  leaf  on  the  mountain, 
The  more  shall  Clan— Alpine  exult  in  her  shade, 
IVIoor'd  id  the  rifted  rock, 
Proof  to  the  tempests  shock; 
SIHUfer  he  roots  him    the  ruder  it  blow; 
Menttith  and  Breadalhane,  then, 
Echo  his  praise  agen , 
"Rodcrigh  Vioh  Alpine  dhu,  ho!  ieroe!" 

1'ioudly  our  pibroch  has  thrill'd  in  Glen  Fruin, 

And  Banochar's  groans  to  our  slogan  replied; 
Glen  Luss  and  Ross—dliu,  they  are  smoking  in  ruin, 
And  the  hest  of  I,och— Lomnnrf  lie  dead  on  her  side  . 
Widow  and  Saxon  maid 
Long  shall  lament  our  raid, 
Think  of  Clan— Alpine  with  fear  and  with  woe; 
Lennox   and   Leven  glen 
Shake,  when  they  hear  agen, 
''Rodcrigh  Virh  Alpine  dhu,  ho!  ieroe!" 


Row,  Vassals,  row,  for  the  pride  of  the  Hiclands! 

Stretch   to  your  oars,  for  the  ever  green  pine! 
6!  that  the  rose— bud   that  graces  yon  islands, 

Were  wreathed    in  a  garland  around    him  to  twine! 
O  that   some  seedling  gem, 
Worthy  such   noble  stem, 
Honoured   and   blessed,  in   their   shadow   might  grow! 
Loud  should  Clan  Alpine  then 
Ring  from   her  deepmost  glen, 
"Roderigh  Vich  Alpine  dhu,  ho!  ieroe!" 


\6 


WH^f's  a'  The  sj'eer,  kimmer? 

\\n  \  \\\\\  \  if  W  h 


"What's  a'  the  steer,  K.immer?"What's  a' the  steer?  Charlie  he  is  landed, Axil 


j*p=:  r  r  f 


# — p— 0 


• — « — • 


haifh,  he'll  soon  he  here.     The  win'  was  at  his  hark  ,  Carle,  Thewin'wa*  at  his 

—       0  0  — 


mm 


2'.'  Vers. 


hark:     1  care.na,  si  n'  he's  rome, Carle  ,"We  were  na  wortli  a  |  >lae  k.     Irii  right  fr\ ad  to 


hear't,  Kim_wer,  I'm  right  glad  to  hear't ;  I  ha'e  a  ginle  I. rain  Clay_more,  And 


r  r  frl  hj  hi]  [  fir 


for  his  sake  I'll  wearV.  Sin'  Char_lie  he        land— ed,   WV    ha'e   n.ic   mair  to 


*  f  J., 

X- ft  J 

r  1 

I  -1 — 

J 

i    wr-  -■  d    •    ^            a      ■      1   w — 

ar;   Sin'  Char_lie    he  is  come,  Kim_mer ,  WV! i 

ha'e  a  J  ii 

J.  J 

b— lee  j  e 

»r . 

0,  SAW  VE  BONJTIE  LESLEY? 
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Lively 


■ — W 


m 


9 

O,  Saw  ye  bonnie  Lesley,  As  slie   g-aed  o'er    the  bor;_der?  She's 


l^lf  f- 


il 


«  # 


see    her    is    to    love    her,     And     lore     but     her     for     ev  _  er ; 


Foi 


p  



* 

 4 

r      r    '  r       J  J  r  E 


1r 

na —tare    made    her  what  she  is,  And  ne'er   made    sic  an_ifb_er. 

I  — ^  N 


Thou  art    a    Queen,  fair  Lesley, 

Thy    Subjects    we  before    thee  J 
Thou    art    divine,    fair  Lesley, 

The    hearts   of    men  adore  thee. 
The  diel   he  cou'dna  skaith  thee, 

Or  aug-ht   that  wad  belang-  thee; 
He'd   look  into   thy  bonnie  face, 

And    say,  "l   canna  wrang-  thee'.' 

The   Powers   aboon   will    tent    thee  , 

Misfortune  sha'na  steer  thee} 
Thou'rt    like  fhemsels  sac  lovely, 

That  ill  they'll  ne'er  let  near  thee. 
Return   ag-ain,  fair  Lesley, 

Return    to    Caledonie  ! 
That  we  may   brag-  we    hae  a    Lass  , 

There's    nane  again   sae  bonnie. 
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did       ad  _  mire,      And       prais'd      the     'com  _  ing       day,       I      lit  —  tit 


ixxr  J  r  llxt '[[ErJr|r  r'j 


r  ■  ^  *■  -3- 

thought      that      ri  _  sing      fire      Wou'd      take      my       rest      a  _  way 

p  1  f  0  p  f — f   n  ._ — ^ 


Your  charms, in  harmless  childhood  lay, 

As  metals  in  the  mine; 
Age  from  no  face  takes  more  away, 

Than  youth  Conceal d  in  thin'  : 
But  as  your  (harms, insensibly , 

To  ihcir  perfection  prcss'd; 
.So  love  as  unpercciv'd  did  fly, 

And  (  enf er'd  in  my  breast. 


My  passion  with  your  beauty  grew, 

"While  Cupid  at  my  heart, 
Still  as  lijs  mother  favour'd  you, 

Threw  a  new  flaming  dart. 
F.ach  gloried  in  their  wanton  part, 

To  make  a  lover,  he 
Employ 'd  the  utmost  of  his  art  ; 

To  make  a  beauty,  she  . 


GI LDEROW 
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Same  Air. 


Gilileroy    was    a    bonny  boy, 

Had    roses     fill  his  shoonj 
His    stocking's    were    of    silken  soy, 

WI?  garters    hanging  down; 
Jt  was,  I   wecne,    a    comlic  sight, 

To    see    sae    trim   a  boy; 
He   was   my   joy   and    hearts  delight, 

My    winsome  Gilderoy. 

Oh!  sic  tw^a  charming  een    he  had, 

Breath   sweet   as    ony  rose; 
He  never   wore    a    Highland  plaid, 

But  costly  silken  clothes: 
He  gain'd  the   lave  of  auld  and  young, 

Nane   e'er  to  him  was  coy; 
Ah!    wae  is   me!  I  mourn   the  day, 

For  my  dear  Gilderoy. 

My  Gilderoy    and   I  were  born 

Baith  in   ae  toun  thegithcr; 
We  scant    were   seven  years  beforn 

We  gan   to  luve  ilk  ither; 
Our  daddies  and  our  mammies  they 

Were  fillYl    wi1  meikle  joy, 
To  think    upon   the  bridal—day 

Of  me   and  Gilderoy. 

For  Gilderoy,  that   luve  of  mine, 

Wi'  joy,  t   freeSy  bought 
A  wedding-  sark  of   hoi  land  fine, 

Wi1  dainty  ruffles  wrought: 
And   he  g'ied    me  a  wedding-ring, 

Which  I  receiv'd   wi'  joy; 
Nac  lad  nor   lassie  e'er  could  sing 

Like    me  and  Gilderoy. 

Oh!  that  he  still  had  been  content 

Wi'  me  to  lead  his  life; 
But,  ah!  his  manfu'  heart  v\ .( s  bent 

Tr>  stir  in  feats  of  strife! 
"Vint  he,  in  mony  a   vent'rous  deed, 

His  courage  bauld  wad  try, 
And  this  now  gars  my  heart  to  bleed 

For  my  dear  Gilderoy-. 


And   when  of  me  his   leave  be  tuik, 
The    tears    they   vvat   my  te; 

T  gied   him  sic   a  parting  luik, 
"My  benison  gang  wi'  thee! 

Now  speed  theeweil,  mine  ain  dear  li'arf 
For  gane  is    all    my  joy; 

My  heart  is  rent,  sith  we  maun  part,  . 
My  handsome  Gilderoy! 

My  Gilderoy,  baith  far   and  near, 

Was   fear'd  in   cv'ry  town, 
And   bauldly  bare    awa'   the  gear 

Of   mony  a    lawland  lounj 
For  man  to   man  durst  meet  him  nane, 

He  was    so  brave  a  boy; 
At  length  wi'  .numbers    he  was  fane, 

My  winsome  Gilderoy. 

The  Queen  of  Scots   possessed  nought 

That  my  love  let   me  wanfj 
For  cow  and   ewe   he   brought    to  me, 

And    e'en  when    they  were   scant . 
All   these  did   honestly  possess, 

He  never  did  annoy, 
Who    never  fail'd   to   pay  their  ccss^~ 

To   my  love  Gilderoy. 

Wae  worth  the  louns  that  made  the  laws 

To   hang  a    man  for  gear, 
To  'reave  of   life    for   sic  a  cause 

As    stealing  horse,  or  mare; 
Had  not  their  laws  been  made  sae  stric k 

I   ne'er  had  lost    my  joy;  , 
Wi'  sorrow  ne'er  bad  wat  my  cheek 

For  my  dear  Gilderoy. 

Gif  Gilderoy  had  done  amiss, 

He  might  hae  banish't  been; 
Ah!  what  sair  cruelty  is  this, 

To  hang  sic  handsome  men.' 
To  hang  the  flower  o' Scottish  land, 

Sae  sweet  and  fair  .1  hoj  ; 
Nac  iajdy  had  sac    white  a  hand 

As.  thee,  my  Gilderoy. 


Of  Gilderoy  sae  fear'd  were   they  , 

Wi'  irons  his  limbs  they  strung, 
To  Edinborow  they  led   him  there 

Ajld  on  a  Gallows  hung. 
They  bung  him  high  aboon  the  rest, 

He  was  sae  bauld  a  boy  : 
There  died  the  youth  whom  I  lo'ed  besrf 

My  handsome  Gilderoy. 


Sune  as  he  yielded  up  his  breath, 

I  bare  his  corse  away; 
Wi'  tears, that  trickle!  for  his  death, 

I  wash d  his  comlic  clay! 
And  sic  ker,  in  a  grave  right  deep, 

I  laid  the  deac-hied  boy 
And  now  for  ever  1    maim  weep 

My  winsome  Gilderoy. 


* Tlits  cess  is  well  known  by  the 
name  of  Black  Mail  Hi  was  paid  by 
the  Inhabitants  to  the  freebooters  as 
a  compensation  for  sparing  their 
c  attle.^rc  . 
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A  ROSE  BUD  BY"  JtfY  EARLY"  WALK. 
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hawk,  Sae  gen_'ly  hent  its    thor_ny   stalk,  All  on  a  dew_ y  mor_ ning.  Ere 
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Dior_  nil 

Within  the  btrsh,lier  covert  nest 

A  little  linnet    fondly  prestj 

The  flew  sat  chilly  on  her  breast, 

Sae  early  in  the  morning-. 
She    soon  shall    see  her  fender  brood 
The  pride,  the  pleastire  o'  the  wood, 
Amang  (he  fresh  green  leaves  bedew'd, 

Awake  the   early  morning  . 

So  (hou,  dear  bird  ,  young  Jeany  fair. 
On   trembling  string'  or  vocal  air, 
Shalt    sweetly  pay   the  tender  care, 

That    tents  thy  early  morning. 
So  thou    sweet  rose— bud,  young  and  gay. 
Shalt  beauteous  blaze  upon  the  day, 
And  bless  the   Parent's  evening  ray 

That    watch'd  (hy  early  morning. 


peggy;  jvojt  The  kuvg's  come 
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* — *  .  • — c 

Peg—  gy,  now  the  king's  come,    Peg_gy,  now    the   king's  come; 

in  i .  r ,  j  j  ,  J —  j  ,  _j. 


— §  '3. — ~  o — ^ — r— — »  4    jg.  <r 

Thou  may-  dance,  and   I  shall   sing-,  Peg_gy,  since  the  king's  come, 
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ie  hawkies 
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silk,Andbea  la_dy  of  that   Ilk,  Now,  Peg_gy,  since  the  kingps  come 
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CARL,  AJf  The  king  come. 


Chorus  . 
Carl,  an  the  king  come, 
Carl, an  the  king  come, 
Thou  shalt  dance,and  I  will  sing, 
Carl,  an  (lie  king  come  . 

An  somobodic  were  come  again, 
Tlien  somebodie  maun  cross  the  main; 
And  every  man  shall  hae  his  ain, 
Carl, an  the  king  come. 
Carl,  an,  Arc . 


Same  Air. 
I  trow,  we  swapped  for  the  warse; 
We  gae  the  hoot  and  better  horse, 
And  that  we'll  tell  them  at  the  cross  , 
Carl, an  the  king  come. 
Carl,  an  ,  Arc  . 

Coggie,  an  the  king  come, 
Coggic,an  the  king  come, 
[s(  d<  fnrf,and  thoti'se  he  toom , 
Coggie, an  the  king  come  , 
Coggie,  an  ,  Arc  . 
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CHARLIE'S  FAREWELL. 


Plaintive' 


Fare  _v»cel ,      fare  _  wxcl ,    my      gal  _  lant        hearts       a',        Fare  _ 


P 


P 


eel    to    Seof_Iand,    aye     sac     dear  I      I      weep      for   .    flip         ills  tlial 


MM 


on      tliee-s      fa'en,      And      a'      the       wrangs       that       thou       maun  hear 


O  Scotland,thouVt  but  a  reckless  name!  ()  gin  my  grave  were  Cnllodcn  field, 
A  reckless   fate    abide  tb  tbee !  Whare  drapl  the  flowers  <>"  rhhalnej 

The  bonniest    spot  in  a' Christendom  O  Scotland  j  Scotland]  that  I  should  live. 
Is  the  haunt  of  guilt   and  treacberiej  To  mourn  the  wrangs  o'  thine  an'  thee! 

O  fare   thee  weel,  thou  bonnie  Scotland, 

Thy  stay  and  prop  I  wish'd  to  be  •  . 

But  thee  an'  thine  I  will  ne'er  forget, 
Tho'  I  am  banish'd  far  frae  thee . 


WHAT"  WILL  1  DO  GIX  MY  MOGGIE  DIE? 


What   will    I    do    gin    my   Hojr_gie    die?  My  joy,  my  pride,  my 
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Tlio    lee_lang-    nig-lif  we   ivatoh'd   the    fauld,    Me   and    my    faith _fu' dogL-g-ie;  We 


heard  nought  hut  the   roar_ingf  linn,  A—mang  the   braes  sae   sc-rog—jfie.  But  the 


hou_Iet    cry'd    frae    the    Cas_tle    wa)    The    Mit_tcr     frae    the    hog-_jfic;  Th 


day    did     daw'     and     rocks     did     rraw,  The    mora  ..fog  it  was    fog—gie^  An 
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CQRJC  RIGGS 


My  Pa—tie  is    a    !<>__  \er  gay,     His     mind      is      ne  _  _  vcr 


T 

mud  dy}      His     breath     is      sweet  _  _  er        than         new        hay,       T f  i 


face      is       fair      and      rud_  dy.  His      shape       is       hand — some, 


0  0 


^  r 

mid  —  die    size,     He's    state_ly    in     his    walking,   The    shining    of  his 


t;i      g..#J.  J   F 


If 


een       sur_  —prize}       Tis      hca^'n      to       hear       him       taw  king. 


1  1 


I^ast  night  I  met  him  on  the  hawk 
Where  yellow  corn  was  growing; 

There  mony  a  kindly  word  he  spake, 
That  set  my  heart  a  glowing. 

He  aften  vow\i  he  wad  he  mine, 
And  looVl  me  best  of  «ny; 

That  gars  me  like  to  sing  singsyne, 
"O  <-orn-riggs  are  bonny!1 


The  siller  crow  jr. 
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And  ye  sail     walk     in     silk     at  _  fire,     And    sil_ler    hae  to 


irj-rr  ir-r  J  i= 


i  1 
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spare,  Gin  yeMl    con— sent     to     be     my    bride,  Nor  think  o'  Do_nald 


heart?  Or, what's  to  me    a  sil_ler  crown,  Gin  frae  my  love    I    part  } 


The  mind  whase  every  wish  is  pure, 

Far  dearer  is  to  me 
And  e'er  Im  forc'd  to  break  my  faith, 

I'll   lay  me  flown  and  die: 
For  I  hae  pledg-ed  my  virgin  troth 

Brave  Donald's  fate  to  share, 
And  he  has  g"i'en  to  me  his  heart 

Wi'  a' its  virtues  rare. 


His  g-entle  manners  wan  my  heart, 

He  ,  g-ratcf u',  took  the  gift; 
Oou'd  I  but   think    to   seek  it  bark, 

It  wond  be  want  than  theft. 
For  lang-esf  life  can  ne'er  repay 

The  love  he  bears  to  me, 
And  e'er  I'm  forc'd  to  hreak  my  troth, 

I'll  lay  me  down  and  die. 
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The  winter  of  life. 

#X>  >-r-r — * — i  a  N  — — ^ 


Bat  latt-_ly   seen,    in    gladsome  green,  The    woods  rejoie'd  the 


day;    Tliro'    gen_tle    showVs    the    laughing    flow'rs^In    double  pride, wtrt 


ft* 


But  now  our  jf>ys  are     fled,  On    win_ter     blasts,  a  _  wa'j  Yef 


•  4 
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maid_en    May,     in    rir  h    ar  _  ray,     A  _  gain     shall     hring  them 

—  


Rut    my  white  powe,  nae  kindly  thowe 

Shall    melt    the    snaws    of  age; 
My  trunk  of    eild,    hut   bass    or  hield  , 

Sinks  in  Time's   wintry  rage. 
Oh!    age  has  weary  days,, 

"   And   nights    o'    sleepless  pain! 
Thou  golden  time  o'  yonthfu'  prime, 

Why  rom'st   thou  not    again?  » 

The  soldier's  reTurjv. 


jtt||t|  ni|!i.j  ilm.^J  n i  f  j  n  n 


When  wild  wars  deadly  blifst  was  hlawn,And  gentle  peace  re_turu_ 
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ing,Wi'  mdjiy  a  sweet  babe  f atherles s ,  And  mo_ny  a  wi— dow  mourning- 


left  the  lines    and  ten_ ted  fielrl  ,  Where  Iang  I'd    liter    a    Iod_ger,  My 

>j  T  . — —a  •  *T~f  f~  t 
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hnm-ble   knap  —  sack  a'  my  wealth,  A  poor    and    hon_est    sod— ger. 
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A  leal,  light  heart  was  in  my  breast, 

My  hand  unstain'd .  wi'  plunder; 
And  for  fair  Scotia,  hame  again, 

I  cheery  on  did  wander. 
I  thought  upon   the  banks  of  Coil, 

I  thought  upon  my  Nancy} 
I  thought  upon   the  witching  smile 

That  caught  my  youthful  fancy. 

At  length  I  reach'd  the  bonny  glen, 

"Where  early  life  I  sported; 
I  pass'd   the  mill,  and  trysting  thorn, 

"Where  Nancy  aft  I  courted: 
Wha  spied  I  but  my  ain  dear  maid, 

Down  by  her  mother's  dwelling! 
And    turn'd  me  round  to  hide  the  flood 

That  in  my  een  was  swelling. 

Wi'  alter'd  voice,  quoth  I  , 'sweet  lass, 

Sweet  as  yon  hawthorn's  blossom, 
C)!  happy,   happy  may  he  be, 

That's  dearest   to  thy  bosom. 
My  purse  is  light,  Ive  far  to  gang, 

And  fain  wad  be  a  lodger; 
Ive  servd  my   king  and  country  lang; 

Take  pity  on  a  sodger'. 


Sae  wistfully  she  gaz'd  on  me, 

And  lovelier  was  than  ever; 
Quo'  sho^'a    sodger    anoe  I  lo'ed, 

Forget    him   shall  I  never! 
Our  humble  cot   and  hamely  fare, 

Ye  freely   shall   partake   o't } 
That  gallant  badge,  the  dear  cockade, 

Ye're  welcome  for  the  sake  o't  V 

She  gaz'd, she  redden'd  like  a  rose, 

Syne  pale  as   ony  lily, 
She  sank  within  my  arms,  and  cried, 

"Art  thou  my  ain  dear  "Willy!"' 
By  him  who  made  yon  sun  and  sky, 

By  whom  true  love's  regarded, 
I  am  the  man,    and  thus'  may  still, 

True  lovers  be  rewarded  ! 

'The  wars  are  o'er   and  Im  come  hame, 

And  find  thee  still  true— hearted  ; 
Tho'  poor  in  gear, we're  rich  in  love, 

And  mair  we'se  ne'er  be  parted'. 
Quo'  slic^'my  Grandsire  left  me  goud, 

A  mailin  plenish'd  fairly; 
And  come, my  faithful  sodger  lad, 

ThoiiYt  welcome  to  it  dearly!' 


For  gold   the  merchant  ploughs  the  main, 

The  farmer  ploughs    the  manor; 
But  glory  is  the  sodger's  prize, 

The  sodger's  wealth  is  honour. 
The  brave  poor  sodger  ne'er  despise, 

Nor  count  him  as  a  stranger, 
R(  member  be'.s    his   country's  stiy, 

In  day    and    hour  of  danger  . 
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•wilt  thou  be  re_ 
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mcmjjer'd!  On  thee  the  He_ro  no_bly  fell.  And  with  the  dead  was  numborVliOn 

J  


mcm_ber<1;  L)n  ttiee  the  lie_ro  nnjilylcl 
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thee  the    doar_est  blood  was    shed,  By  num_bers  doul>_led    fair_ly;  On 


fat 


— r 

thee    the    Clans    of  Seot_land  bled    For  their  dear  Roy_al  Char_lie. 


m 


Thy  broad  brown  sward    tliat  day  was  dy'd  , 

The  howes  were  clotted  o'crj 
From  gaping  wounds  incessant  flow'd 

The  red,  red— reeking1  gorei 
Thou  drank'st  the  precious  blood  of  those 

Who  fought  that  day  fu' sairly,  \ 
A  glorious  day  for  Scoflanda;  foes  , 

F.ventful   for  Prince  Chaflic! 

Oh!  Charlie,  noble, gallant  youth  , 

Thy  memory  Scots  revere; 
They  1  ov'd  thee  with  the  warmest  truth, 

Their  hearfswcrc  all  sincere: 
But  traitor  knaves, with  brib'ry  base, 

Made  death's  darts  fly  fu'  rarely, 
And  Scotland  lang  will  mind  the  place 

She  lost  her  Royal  Charlie. 


THF  LOMOXD 
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'O,  Las_sie,  wilt  thou  go    To    the    L.o  _  mond     wi'  me? 

i 


wild     thyme's     in    bloom,    And     the     flow'rs     on     the      lea;        "Wilt  thou 


■  •  0 
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each 


hill  and  grove 
— #- 


On 
• 


the     Lo  _  mond     wi'    thee , 


"O  yonng-  Men  are  fickle, 

Nor  trusted  to  he, 
And  many  a  native  gem 
Shines  fair  on  the  lee: 

Thou  may  see  some  lovely  flower 
Of  a  more  attractive  power, 
And    may  take  her  to  thy  bower, 
On  the  Lomond  wi'  thee 


*The  hynd    shall  forsake, 

On  the  mountain, the  doe; 
The  Stream  of  the  fountain 
Shall  cease  for  to  flow; 
Benlomond  shall  bend 
His  high  brow  to  the  Sea, 
Ere  I  take  to  my  bower, 
Any  flower,  love,  bat  thee' 


She's  taken  her  mantle, 
He's  taken  his  plaid; 
Ho  c  oft  her  a  ring, 

And  lie  made  her  his  bride! 
They're  far  o'er  you  hills 
To  spend  their  happy  days, 
And  range  the  woody  jrlens 
'Mang  the  Lomond  Brji  s, 
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SIR   3 AMES  THE  ROSS. 


i 


I  jiU  JIM 


Of  all  Hie  Scottish  northern  chiefs,  Of  high,  and  mighty  name,  The 


1   ;J|J,,J'  J^U.J  JjHl'; 


Ml  i  I  J'  I  Ml 
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bra-vest   -was    Sir    James,  the    Ross,   A    Knight     of    mei  _kle    fame.  His 


m 


growth  was   like   a  youthful  Oak   That  crowns  the    moun -Iain's    brow,  And 


rlttt  J  J  * 

•  J~l  J  J  J  ■  . 

~^7  — — 

M:  UJij 

s    locks    o'   yel  -  low  fie1 

The    Chieftain    of   the    brave   clan  Ross, 

A  firm   undaunted  band} 
Five  hundred   Warriors    drew  the  sword 

Beneath   his    high  command. 
In  bloody  fight    thrice  had   he  stood 

Against  the  English  keen, 
Ere  two— and— twenty  op'ning  springs 

This  blooming  youth  had  seen. 

*       *       *  * 


TrOlWG  WATERS. 


A_bout  Zule,  qnhen  the  wind  blew  cnlc,  And  the  round  ta_bles  be- 


gan,      a!  ther  is  cum   to    our  King's  curt,      Mo_ny  a  weel- favourlt  man, 


w 


f 


Tlic  Quein  luikt  owre   the   cas_»le  wa',  Beheld  baifh   dale   and  down,  And 


i  ^  i  jjiu  i:  mum 


W 

there   she    saw   Zoung   Wa_tcrs     Cum    ry—  ding    to    the  town 


His  footmen    they  did   rin  before, 
His  horsemen   rade  behind, 

And  mantel  o'  the  burning  gowd 
Did  keep  him    frae   the  wind. 

Growdcn   graith'd    his   horse  before, 
And   siller   shod  behind; 

The  horse  zonng  "Waters  rade  upon, 
Was  fleeter  than   the  wind. 

But  then  spack  a  wylie  Lord, 

Unto  the  Queen   said  he, 
'O  tell  quha's    the    fairest  face 
Rides  in   the  companie?" 


For  a'   that  she  could  do  or  say, 

A|>peas'd    he  wadna  be$ 
Bot,  for  the  words  which  she  had  said, 

Zonng  Waters  he  maun  die! 

They  hae   taen  Zoung  Waters,  and 

Put  fetters  on  his  feit; 
They  hae  taen  Zoung  Waters,  and 

Thrown  him  in  dnngeon  deep. 

'Aft  I  hae  ridden  thru  Stirling  tonne 

In  the  wind  hot  and  the  weit, 
Hot  I  neir  rade  thru  Stirling  tonne 
Wi'  fetters   at   my  feit . 


'I've  seen   Lord,  and  I've  seen    Laird,  "Aft  I  hae  ridden  thru  Stirling  tounr 

And   knichts   o*  high  degree,  In  the  wind  bot   and  the  rain, 

But  a  fairer    face    than   zoung  Waters'  Bot    I   neir   rade    thru  Stirling-  fount 

Mine  eyne   did    never    see.  Neir   to  return  again'.* 


Out  then   spack   the   Jealous  king, 
(Ai\<\    an    angry   man   was  he,) 
"O  if  he  had    been   twice  as  fair, 
Zou   might   hae    excepted  me!" 


They  hae  taen    to   the  hciding  lull 
His   zoung  son  in   his  cradle, 

And   they   hae.   taen    to  the   heblintT  h«u 
His  horse   bot   and    his  saddle. 


'Zoure  neither  Laird  nor  Lord}  she  says,  They   ha<-.    taen    to  the   li<i<ling  hill 
'But  the  King  that  wears  the  crown;  His  Lady  fair   to  see! 

Ther  is  not  a  knicht  in  fair  Scotland  And    for   the  words    the  Qu<tn  had  Kft  I  . 
But  to  thee  maun  bow  down.'  Zoung  Waters   he  did    di.  ! 


«n»  j    j  /i  t  *  ;  i  n  p  hi  i  j  j 

side,      "Where     the     mid  _  night     fai  _  ries    glide,    bon_nie     las_sie,  O. 


We  will  wander  by  the  Mill,  bonnie    lassie,  O, 
To  the  cove  beside  the  rill,  bonnie    lassie,  O; 

Where  the  glens  rebound  the  call 

Of  the  lofty  water -fall, 
Through  the  mountain's  rocky  hall,  bonnie   lassie,  O. 

Then  we'll  up  to  yonder  glade,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
Where  so  oft  beneath  its  shade,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 

With  the  songster^  in  the  grove 

We  have  told  our  tale  of  love, 
And  have  sportive  garlands  wove,  bonnie  lassie, O . 

Ah!  I  soon  must  bid  adieu,  bonnie  lassie, O, 
To  this  fairy  scene  and  you,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 

To  the  streamlet  winding  clear, 

To  the  fragrant  scented  brier, 
Even  to  thee,  of  all  most  dear,  bonnie  lassie, O. 

For  the  frowns  of  fortune  lowV,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
On  thy  lover  at  this  hour,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
Err  the  golden  orb  of  >!  y 
Wake  the  warblers  from  the  spray, 
From  this  land  I  must  away,  bonnie  lassie,  O. 

And  when  on  a  distant  shore,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
Should  I  fall  mid'st  battle1*  roar,  bonnie  lassie, O, 

Wilt  thou,  Film,  w  lien  you  hear 

Of  thy  lover  on  his  bier, 
To  his  mcm'ry  drop  a  tear,  bonnie  lassie,  O. 


LIFb.l  WHA't <A8X  fHOV? 


With 
Mclancholyj 

Expression 


^ife!  what  art  thou?     a   va_rie_g-a_rcd  kcenf,  Of  mingled  light  and 


h  ':  t-  ■•■iis 


shade,    of      joy     and      woe;  -V     sea     where      calms      and     storms  pro_ 
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miscuous    reign,     A    stream  where    sweet     and    hitter  jointly  flow.  F.iir  have  I 
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seen    thy    morn    in     smiles    ar  _  rayM,         With      <  rim  _  son      Mnsh  he_ 

— — K 


paint  the  eastern  sky, 


"IP-    3-  W  1  "  P 

Bat   now   the    dawn    creeps    mourn  _fnl    oer  the 


glade^        Shroad  _  ed    in    eol  _  ours      of      a       sa  _  hie  dye, 


COLLIER  LADDIE* 


1 

^hare    live  ye,  my  hon_nie  lass?  And  tell  me  what  they  < :h>  yc?" 


See  ><>u  not  yon  liills  ari<1  dales,  Yb  shall  gang-  attire, 
Th<   sun   shines  on  sac-  brawfie!  Weel  huskit  up  sac  gaudy, 

They  a'  arc  mine, and  they  shall  he  thine,  And  ane  to  wait  on  every  hand, 

G-hl  ye'Il  leave  your  Collier  laddie.  Gin  ye' 11  leave  y<.nr  Collier  laddie. 

Tiny  a'  are,  &v  .  And  ane  to  wait,  arc. 

If  y   had  a'  the  sun  shines  on, 

And  the  earth  conceals  sae  lowly, 
I  d  turn  my  hack  on  yon  and  it  a', 

And  be  true  to  my  Collier  laddie. 
I  d  turn,  &o. 

ARGYLE  IS  MY  JfAME. 


Lively 


r~9 


Argyle  is  my  name  and  you  may  think  it  strangc,T>  li\c  .it  a  Court, yet 
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>  change;   A'  false  _  hood  an 
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do     dis  _  dain 
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my  se«  _ref  thoughts  nae  guile  does  remain.  My  King  and  my  Country's  faes  I  h*Vt 

0       0  0 


a. 
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Mir  1  u 
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I  will  quickly  lay  down  my  sword  and  my  gun, 
Aji' put  my  blue  bonnet  an'  my  plaidy  on, 
Wi'  my  silk  tartan  hose    an'  leather—heel'd  shoon, 
An'  then  I  shall  look  like  a  sprightly  loon  . 
Aji'  whan    I'm  sae  dress'd  frae  tap  to  tae, 
To  meet  my  clear  Magg-y  I  vow  1  will  gae, 
Wi'  swagger  and  hanger  hung  down  to  my  heel, 
An'  II!  feast  upon  bannocks   o'  barley  meal. 

1  II  buy  a  rieh  present   to  gie  to  my  dear, 
A  ribbon  0>  green  for  Maggy    to  wear, 
An'  mony  thing  drawer  than  that,  I  declare, 
Gin  she'll  gang  wi'  me  to  Paisley  fair. 
An'  v»han  we're  married  I'll  keep  her  a  Cow, 
An'  Maggie  will  milk  when  I  gae  at  the  plow; 
We'll  live  a'  the  winter  on  beef  an'  lang  kail, 
An'  we'll  feast  upon  bannocks  <>'  barley  meal. 

Gin  Maggy  shomi  chance  to  bring  me  a  son, 
He's  fight  for  his  King,  as  his  daddy's  done; 
We'll  hie  him  to  Flanders   some  breeding  to  learn, 
An'  then  hame  to  Scotland, an'  ge  t  him  a  farm. 
An'  there  we  will  live  thro'  our  industry, 
An'  wlia'll  be  s.k   happy's  my  Maggy  an'  me? 
We'll  a'  grow  as  fat  as  a   Norway  seat, 
Wi'  our  loasling  on  bannocks  o'  harlc\  meal. 

Then, f  ,r-  _\<_wecl, Citizens ,noisy  men, 
Your  ratt'ling  o'  coaches  in  Drury _ lane , 
Tfe  trfrck's  o' Hcir_garden,  I  bid  ye  adieu, 
For  drinking  an'  swearing  I  leave  it  lo  you. 
Im  fairly  resolv'd   for  a  country  lire, 
An'  nae  langer  will  Live  in  hurry  an. I  strife, 
I'll  arf  to  a,e  Highlands  as  hard's  I  can  reel, 
All'  I'll  whang  if  t|,c  baiilioc  ks  o'  barley  meal. 
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1   hae  nac  kith,  I    hae  nae  kin,  Nor    ane    that's  dear   to  dip; 


f  Was 


r  '  fin  j  nil  ii 


O    gin    T   were    a    bonnio    bird  , 

]Wi*    wing's     that     I     might      flee  , 
Then     I     wad    travel     o'er    the  main, 

My    ae    true    love     to     sec  : 
Then     I     wad     tell     a     joyftt*  tale, 

To     ane    that's     dear     to  me, 
And     sit    upon    a     king's  window, 

And    sing    my  melody. 

The    adder     lies    i>    the    corbie's  nest, 

Aneath     the    corbie's  wing, 
And     the    hlast    that    reaves     the    corbie's  brood, 

IWiJl     soon    hi  aw    hame    onr    king  . 
Then    blaw    ye    east,     or    blaw    ye    west,  ( 

Or    blaw    ye    o'er     the     facm  , 
O    bring     the     lad     that     F     lo'e  best, 

And     ane     I     darena     name  ! 


THF    Tl'lHEB  MOB JV. 


The  tither  morn,Whcn  1    for_Iorn  A_neath  an  aik  sat  moan—iny,  I 
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did  na    trow  Id    see    my    Jo     Be —side   me  gain  the    g"loa  _ming-.  But 


i 


I,  what    reck,  Did  least 
-#  * 


His  bonnet  he 

A  thought  a_jee, 
I-ike  Sodger,  sprush  and  bonny, 

And  I,   I  wat, 

Wi'  pleasure  grat, 
To  find  this  Sodger  Johnie  ! 

Fye  on  the  weir  I 

I  late  and  air 
Hae  thought,  since  Jock  departed; 

Rut  now  as  glad 

I'm  wir  my  lad  , 
As  shortsyne  l>rok<  n-hcarfcd  . 


Fti'  aft  at  e'en 

Upon  the  green  , 
When  a'  -were  blyth  and  merry, 

I  car'dna  by, 

Sae  sad  was  I, 
In  absence  o'  my  dearie; 

But  now  I'm  blest, 

My  mind'  at  rest  , 
Sae  happy  wi'  my  Johnie; 

At  tryste  an'  fair, 

Ise  "ay  be  there, 
Viui  be  as  cantyt  <>ny  . 


38 


1)(K\\4LD  COUPE R 


Canty 


¥ 


Hey    Don  _  aid,      how    Don  _  aid,   Hey   Don  —  aid    Cou_per;  He's 


a  a 


gane   a_wa    to    seek  a    wife,   And     he's    come  hame    with  _  <mt     her.  O 


Don  _  aid     Con —per   and    his   man,    Held    to    a      High  — land  fair,  man,  And 


Hey  Donald,  how  Donald, 

Hey  Donald  Cooper, 
He's  gane  awa  to  seek  a  "Wife, 

And  he's  come  hame  without  her  . 

At  length  he  got   a  Carlin  gray, 

And  she's  come  hirplin  hame,  man; 
And  she's  fa'en  o'er  the  bnffet-stor.l , 

And  brak  her  collar— bane,  man  . 
Hey  Donald,  <ke  . 

HER  SELL  BE  HIGHLAND  SHEJrTLEJUAJT. 


Lively. 


Her -sell    he     Hifrh-land    Shcn  _tle_man,  Be    anld  as  Tofh-well 
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prig",  man;  And  mn-ny    al_ter_a  _tions  seenAmang  te    Lawland  Whig,  man;  Fa 


la.  la  la,  Fa     la       la.       la         la,  Pa 


la      la      I..,  Fa 


la,  Fa 


la         la  la,       Fa       la   la     la,    Fa        la.    la    la,    Fa     la  I; 


First  when  her  to  the  Lawlands  came, 

Nainsell  was  t roving1  cows,  man; 
There  was  nae  laws  about  him  then. 

About  the  preeks, or  trews,  man. 

Fa    la,  kc. 
Nainsell  did  wear  the  philabeg, 

Te  plaid  prick t  on  her  shoulder; 
Te    guid  claymore  hung  pe  her  belt, 

Te  .  pistol  sharg'd  wi>  ponder. 

Fa    la,  A-c. 
Every  t'ing  in  te  Highlands  now 

Pe  turn't  to  alteration; 
Tc  sodger  dwall  at  our  toor-sheek, 

An' tat's  te  great  vexation. 

Fa    la,  &r. 

Scotland  be  turn't  a  Ningland  now, 
And  laws  bring  on  te  cadger: 

Nainsell  wad  durk  her  for  her  deeds, 
Buf,oh!  she  fears  te  sodger. 

Fa    la,  Arc. 


Anither  law  came  aft c  r  'a». 

Me  never  saw  te  like, man* 
Tey  mak  a  I ang  road  on  tc-  grand, 

An''  ca'him  Tnrnimspike,  man. 

Fa    la,  &t». 
An' wow!  she  pe  a  ponny  road. 

Like  Louden  corn-rig's,  man*, 
Where  rwa  carts  may  gang  on  her, 

An'  no  break  it  hers  legs,  man  . 

Fa    la,  «fce. 

Tey  sharge  a  penny  for  ilka  horse, 

In  troth,  she'll  no  pe  sheaper, 
For  nought  put  gaen  upo'  te  grand, 

An'  tey  g-ie  me  a  paper  . 

Fa    la,  .  Ac. 
Nae  doubts,  Nainsell  maun  tra  her  purse, 

An' j) ay   him   what  hims  like,  man; 
I'll  see  a1  shugemenf  on  his  toor, 

Tat  filthy  Turnimspike,  man! 

Fa    la,  Sec, 


But  I'll  awa  to  te  Highland  hills 

Where  ne'er  a  anc  dare  turn  her, 

An'  no   <  omo  near  her  Turnimspike, 
Unless  if  pe  to  purn  her. 

Fa    la,  &c. 
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O  SPEED,  LORD  *Y11  HS1\4LE,  SPEED  YE  FAST. 


Slow  ly 
with 
b  pression, 


p  nil  )  j  ]i  j  fMrf^H^hf-t 


Osr>eed,T.,ord  Nithsdale, speed  ye  fast,Sin'  ye  m  um  frae  your  Conn_fric 


r  r  ilr  f  Mj.  r 
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flee;  Nae  mer_cy  mot  fa'  to  your  share  ;  Nae  pi__ty  is   for   thine  an'  tliee.  Thy 
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La  —  dy  sits  in  lane_  ly  bower  ,  And    fast    the   tear    fa's    frae   her    e'e;  And 


i  f f  ]i    n  'j.   r  r 


aye  she   sighs,  'O    blaw  ye  ■winds.,    And  hear  Lord  Nithsdale  far  frae  me?' 


Her  heart, sac  wae,  was  like  to  break) 

While  kneeling-  hy  the  taper  bright; 
Hut  ae  red  drap  earn  to  her  cheeky 

As  shone  the  morninef's  rosy  light. 
Lord  Nithsdale's  Bark  she  mot  n:t  see, 
Winds  sped  it  swiftly  o'er  the  main: 
"<)  ill  Ik  tid<V<|noth  that    fair  dame, 

"VVh.i  sir  a  eomely  knight  had  slain'.' 

Lord  Nithsdale  lovd  wi'  miekle  love? 

But  hr  thought  on  his  fount  He's  wrany; 
And  he   was  decnrd  a  fraito*  syn<  , 

And   lorf'd,  frae  fil  lit    loy'd,fo  gang  . 
"Oh!l  will  gae  to  my   Iwv'l  Lord, 

Ff<    m.i\    na  smile,  I  f row, hot  m<  ;" 
Hut  ham c, and  ha',  an-l  |>  :nii<  bowers, 

Nar  mair  will  glad  Lord  Niihsdah's  e'e. 


A  COCK-LAIRD,  FVJ  CADGIK. 
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j.ff  ^  f  r  m  r  i  r  r  n 

A      Cock—  Laird,     fa'       cad  —  gie,     With       Jen  _  ny  did 


speak:    "Gin       thon*If      gar       <  _  lang     with       me,      Jon  _  ny'  quoth 


he,       Thon'se       he       my       ain       I, a  —  dy,       Jo       Jen         ny,       Jen    ny. 


#5 


'if   I   gan{>-    alang    v»i'  ye, 

Ye    manna  fail 
To   feast    me   wild  caddels, 
And   good  hackit  kail! 
"What   for  a'  this  nicety, 

Jenny; 'quoth  he; 
"Mayna  bannocks  o'  hear— meal 
Be    as  good    /or  thee?" 


*And    I    maun    hae  pinners 

With  pearling-  set  round  , 
A   skirt   of  poddy, 

And  a  waistcoat  of  liruwn*. 
"Awa'  •  wi'  ,  sic  vanities, 
Jenny"  quoth  he, 
For  kurchis    and    kirtlcs  • 
Arc    fitter    for   thee  . 


'My  lairdship  can  yield  me 

As   meikle  a  year, 
As   hand    us   in  pottage 

And  good  knockit  beer : 
Bnt  having  nae  tenants  , 

O  Jenny,  Jenny, 
To   bay   oTighf   I   ne'er  have 
A  penny \  quoth  he. 
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The  east  jfuiK  o>  fife. 


Lively 


Dh,hey,  liey,  the  east  nuik  o'Fife!  Oli  hey,  hey,the  east  nuik  o'Fi  fe  J  Oh, 

m 


Ji'fijr  f 


fjjffih  ■  1  ] 

i  C5  ,  i 

J  s — 

Is — 1 — pTl 

j] 

h  car  *•  d    j  * 

1    *     J  • 

1 — -4- — 

-ir  r  hi  r  r 
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can_ty  "Wife,  a  can_ty  Wife,  A  weel-fard   Lass    may   he     my  Wife;  Gae 


seek  thcmwliare  y<?'H  find  them  rife,  There's  wale  o'  them  in  the  nuik  o»  Fife. 

•  •  •  "  5-«=i|«. 


rt's  i  ang-,  lang-,  'till  Saturday  at  e'en, 
It's   lang,  lang1,  'till    Saturday  at  e'en, 
It's  lang-,  lang;,  'till    Saturday  at  e'en, 
But  it?s  lander  yet  'till  Monday  morn. 
And  then  her  answer  she  will  gie, 
And  then  I'll  ken  if  she  fancies  me} 
If  she  says  na^  fient  a  |>rin  1  care, 
But  I'll  never  speer  a  Fife  Lass  mair. 


o  wake  Thee,  wake  Thee,  my  BOjfjviE  ried. 


1  .i  \  <  \y 


O  wake  f hee, O  wake  thee  ,  my  honnie,  honnie  hird,And  sing- thy  mat  in 
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green  leaves  glif_ter  in  the  Sun,  The  spray  rows  white  o'er  the  bounding- 

I     _  i  i  rf  r  p  . .  i  .   _    .    „    ■ . .  nia 


*  11  r  .r — 0  r 

seas,  An'  the  vil —lagfe  bell  is  hp_gun  .  Then  wake  thee,  O  wake  thee  ,  mine 


4  r  r  r 


is 'swings  i 
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fit** 

bon_nie,  hoii_ni 

c  bird  ,   In  the 
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SOI 



rgh  < 
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)'  the    new  sprung 
i  p  ■  1 

•J 
day . 

u — it —  j  1 — 

1  ■ 

r^-Ht-H^- 

The    silvVy  clouds,  like  sheeted  g-haists, 

Take  their  flight  o'er  the  pure  blue  sky; 
And  the  laverocks  are  pillowd  on  their  downy  breasts, 

And  are  borne  with  their  Anthems  on  high  . 
Then  wake  thee,  O  wake  thee,  my  bimnie,  bonnie  bird! 

O  wake  while  it   is  day) 
For  the  night  comes  sweet)  mj  bonnie,  bonnie  bird  , 

When  the  morning'  is  hail'd  wi'  thy  lay. 
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THE   hUEFlP  HEART. 


Gin  Liv— infif  wttrth   cou'd    win    ^my     heart,    Yon   won'd  n.,c 


i 


5 


i 


speak     in      vain;       But    in     the     Dark— sonic     Grave       it's     laid,      Nc  _ 


1 1 1  fl  I  n  i  i  "~f 


ver    to     rise     a  _  pain  .         My     wac  _  fir'      heart        lies       low  ■nri* 


i  r  r  r  i  i  p 


his,      "Whose       heart      was       on         ly       mine;  And,    oh:      what  a 


M    1  ]  11 


f 


heart   .   Mas     that     to     lose,      But      I      maun      no      re  _  pine , 




"Vet  oh!  frin  Hcav\>  in  mercy  soon, 

Wmi'd  grant    the  boon  I  crave, 
And  tak  this  life,  now  nacthing-  Worth, 

Sin'  Jamie's  in  his  grave . 
And    see,  his  gentle    spirit  comes 

To  shew    me  on    my  way; 
Snrp.  is'd, nave  douht ,   I  still   am  here, 

S.u'r  wondring  at   my  stay^ 


"l  conic,  I  come!    my  Jamie  dear; 

And  «h!  wi'  vihaf  glide  will 
I  follow,  wharsoeVr  ye   lead  j 

Ye  canna  lead  to  ill : 
She  said,  and  soon  a  deadly  pale 

Her  faded  cheek  posscsf, 
Her    wacfu'  h<  art    forgot    to  heat, 

Her   sorrows    stink    to   rest  . 


The  broom  of  co^'dej^k^o^f.s. 
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How  blythe  was  I  each  morn  to  see  My  swain comeo'er  theh'ill,He  leap'd  Hie 


Em 


btri 
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et  hit 
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n  wi'  good 

will. 
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broom,  The  broom  of  the  Cow-den.knowes,    I  wish    I  were  wi'  my  dear  swain,"Wi' 


I  neither  wanted  ewe  nor  lamb, 
"While  his  flock  near  me  lay, 

He  gather'd  in  my  sheep  at  night, 
And  chear'd  me  a'  (he  day. 
O  the  broom,  Sso, 


Hard  fatel  that  I  shotr'd  banish'!  be, 
Gang  heavily  and  mourn, 

Because  I  lo-v'l  the    truest  sw.iin 
That  over  vet  was  born  • 
O  the  broom ,  Arc. 


Iff    ftin'd  hi*  pipe  and  reed  sac  sweet, 
The  birds  stood  Hst'nlng  by} 

Kv'n  the  dtill  cattle  stood  and  ffatt'd, 
Charm'd  wi'  his  melody. 
O  the  broom*  Stc, 


My  Hoggio,  and  my  little  kit, 
That  held  nij  wee  soup  whey; 

My  pi  tidy,  broach,  and  crooked  sti»  k , 
May  now  ly  Useless  hy. 
O  «he  broom,  A*  . 
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STRATH  ALLANS  LAMENT. 


Thickest   night    surrounds  my  dwelling!  Howling  ttmjicsts  o'er  m 


rave!  Turbid  torrents,  win—try   swell  — ing,  Ifoai  ing  by  my  lonely  cave]  Crystal 


N — fv 


stream  — lets,  gen  — fly  flow— ing,  Bu— sy    haunts    of   base    man  — kind,  Western 


r  r  ':r 


-4 


breez—  es,  soft— ly    blow  — ing,    Suit     not    my    dis  —  tract—  ed  mind 


In   the   cause   of    right  engaged, 
Wrongs  .injurious  to  redress, 

Honour's  war  we  strongly  waged, 
But    the  Heavens   denied,  success.. 

Ruin's   wheel   has   driven  o'er  us, 
Not   a   hope  that  dare  attend , 

The   wide  world   is    all   before  us  

But  a  world    without   a  friend ! 


aAE  To  The  kye  wi>  me^ohawy. 


"O  gae  to  the  Kyc  vdf  me,  John_ny,  Gae  to  the  Kyc  wi'  me;  O 
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gae    to    the    Kye    wi'   me     John_ny,  And    I'll   be    mer_ry  wi'    thee'.'  'Oh! 


i 


Las_sie,  I'm    wca_ry   wandLrin,  Ive    gaen    mair    miles    than    three}  I'se 


r    r  I 


Choi 

K 


no  gang-  the  day  to  the  her_din,  Its   fash_oirs   and  nae._thing   to   see!  "O 


r 1    r  •  r 1 


N^-N 


gae    to     the    Kye  *wi'    me,  John_ny,    Gae    to     (tie    Kye    wi'.    me;  O 


"Oh  we'll  tak.  a    rest    at   the  shieling, 
Anent  the  tap  o»  the  hill, 
And  there's    a  loch  o'  ptrre  water 
"Whare  ye  may  drink  yere  fill. 
Oh  gae,  Stc. 


Amang  the  rocks   and    the  heather 
A  hnrn  does  roaring  fa' 

And  there  the  (rooties  are  lnupin, 
The  brainiest   ever  1  sawt* 
Oh  gae,  Jkv  . 


s 


7" HE  BRA  ES  OF  BALLEJCDlJ>fE. 


Be_neath     a     green     shade,      a       love_ly    young-    swain,  One 
YypJ~*>  1  ~  1  '  9  * 


urn 


1  "  f 


eve_  ning   re_clin'd,  to     dis  _  co  •_  ver      his    i  pain;  So     sad,     y  f  s<> 


j  j  in  j 


t- 

swcot_Iy,     he    war_bled    his   woe,    The    wind    ceas'd    to'   breathe,   and  the 

—i  J- 


P 


foun_rains  to  flow:  Rnde  winds,  with  com_passion,  conld  hear  him  com. 
—*  


How  happy,   he  ery'd,  my  moments  QttO«  flew, 
Ere  fldoe's  hriglif  f  lMrm«  first  U.ish'd  in  my  *lewj 
These  vye«  then  with  pleaiuire  the  dawn  t  otild  •urvey, 
Vol  smil'l  the  fair  morning  more  nhearful  than  they. 
Now  s«  en<.  s  of  distress  please  only  my  *ig'i' , 
I'm  torfifr'l  in  pleasure,  and  lang'ntshln  ligdit. 
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/'/.v/t/a;  house. 


'   "  ^?  T» 

By      Pin  kie     House       oft       let         mc         walk,  And 


e  _  Tcr      fond,     be  _  hold      Those      gra  _  res     void      of      art!  Those 


chear_ful    smiles,  that    sweet_Iy   Ik, Id    In  wil  _  ling     chains    my  heart 


O  come,  my  lore!  and  bring  a-nevr 

That  gentle  turn  of  mind; 
That  gracefulness  of  air,  in  you 

By  nature's  hand  design'd. 
These  lovely  as    the  blushing  rose 

First  lighted  up  this  flame, 
Which,  like  the  Sun,  for  ever  glows 

Within  my  breast  (lie  same. 
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WOE'S  .4/1"  HEART  THAT  we  should  SUJTDER. 


•  +   f  •  r 

With  bro-ken  words  and  downcast  eyes,  Poor  Colin  spoke  his  pass_ion 


G\ 


I.  fi  i  -rm  riy.  j  j  ^ 


ten_der,And  par-ting- with  his  I-u_cy  cries,  A  hlwoes  my  heart  that  we  should  sunder! 


'  P3. ul 1  ■  Hull  I 


#yuiurii  i r icirr "i 


To  oth_ers   I       am  cold  as  snow,  But  kin_dle  with  thine  eyes  like  tin  _dcr;  From 


thee  with  pain  I  m  forc'd  to  jro,    If  breaks  my  heart  that  We  should  sun—  der  . 


•->->- 


CARLISLE  VETTS, 
N 


i 


While   was   the   rose    in    his    gay  bon_net,    As    he    f-mld  _cd  me 


his     brooch_ed    plaid-ic*,    His    liandwhilk  clasp'd    (he  truth  o*   love,  O 
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aye    in    bat  _  tie     rea_dy!        His     langf,   'anff     hair,    in  ycl_low 


lianks,  Wav<i    o'er    his    cheeks     sae     swee/   and  •  rnri  —die;       But    now  they 


i 


m 


wave    o'er    Car_lisle   yefts,    In    drip_ping-    ring— lets   clot—tinfif  blood_ie. 


My  fathers  blood's  in   that   flower  tap, 

My  brother's    in  that  hare— bells  blossom; 

This  white  rose  was   steeped  in  my  ltrve's  blood-, 
And   I'll   aye-  wear  it    in   my  bosom  . 

#*###•#### 
When    I    came   first  by   merry  Carlisle, 

Was  ne'er  a    town   sae  sweetly  seeming  ; 
The  white  rose  flaunted  owre   the  wall, 

The    Thistled   banners    far    were  streaming! 
When    I     came     next     hy     merry  Carlisle, 
#       O     sad,     sad     seemed    the     town,     and  eerie! 
The     auld,    auld    men     came    out     and  wept, 

tlO     maiden,  come    ye     to     seek  your      dearie  ?" 


* 


* 


* 


There's     ae     drop     o'     blood    upon     my     brea-st , 

And     twa     in     my     links     o'     hair,     sa<  yellow', 
The     fane     I'll     ne'er    wash,    and    the    tillicr     ncV  r  k.un< 

But     I'll     sit      and     pray     aneatli     the  willow. 
Wae,     wae     upon     that     cruel  hcar»J 

Wae,     wae     npon     that     hand     s.ic     bloodie  J 
Whilk     feasts     in     our      truest     Scottish     blude  , 

And     maks     sac     monv    H     dolcfu'  widow. 
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MERRY  AS  WE  7"}TA  HAE  REEJT. 


in  juii^n 
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4 


A  Lass  that  was  Ia_den  with  care,  Sat  hea_yi_Jy  mulcr  yon  thorn}  I 


f 
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list_en'd  a  while  for  to  hear,  "When   thus    she    be— (fan  for    to   mourn t'Svh en 


j  -Hi  mil 

e'er  m 

y    dear    shep_herd  was 

there,  The 
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birds  di< 
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y   singf,  And 

J — 4 — — L 

m 

r  P  ^ij  Jijni^bLrjijj 


i 


cold_nip_ping'  win_ter  did  wear  A  face  that  re_sem_bled    the     sjirinjj.  Sac 
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mer_ry  as 

Jtf  J  'r 

we  t» 

'a  hae 
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beer 

,  Sae 

mcr  _  ry  as 

If— |  "I     1  ' 

wc     twa     hae    hocnj  My 

itttifrirr 

heart    it    is    like    for     to    break    "When    I    think    on     the     days   we     hae     s<  i  t, 


T'HOU  HAST  LEFT'  ME  EfER  SAM  IE. 
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^  |  r.„  I  I  |  J  f.  J  i 


Thou      hast     me     for  _  sa  _  ken  J         Thou     canst     love    a_nith_cr    •  Jo, 


While     my     heart    -is     hrcak  _  ing-!         Soon     my     wea  _  ry     eon    I'll  fli.s^, 


Nev_cr     mair     to      wa  _  kin,      Ja  _  mie,      Nev  _  er     mair     to      wa  _kio, 


5  4 


The  dusT\"  miller 


 *  #  5" 

Hcj ,  the  dus_ty  Mil— ler,   And   liis    dus_ty    coat;    Ho   -will  win 


i       'I  'I 


a    Shil_ling-,    Or    lie    spend    a    groat.    Dus  _ty   was    tlic     coat,  Du&— ty  wa> 
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(lie    oo  _  lour,   Dns  —  ty  was    the    boat      That     row'd    (he    dils_fy  Mil—lir, 


=3= 


Hey,    the    Dusty  Miller, 
And    his    dusty  sack; 

Leczc    me   on    the  calling 
Fills    the  dusty  peck. 


Fills   the  dusty  peck, 

Brings   the  dusty  siller; 

Mony  is   the  groat 

He  wins,   the  dusty  Miller. 


'»»»»»»» 


Her   I)ad_die    for_had,   her   Min_nie    for_had,  For_))id_dcn  she 

■  f      ••  It- 


wad  _na     be;        She    wad_na      trowV,     the     hrows't      she      hrew'd  Wad 
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taste     sae     bit  _  ter  _  lie.  The       lang       1  art,     they  '    ca1      Jum  _  pin 


i 


J.  J»  i 


John,      Aft     spier'd      the      bon  _  nie      las  _  sie^  Rut      T'ai  —  ther       an. I 

i7± 
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Mifh_  er     a  _  greed     the  —  €t i  —  (her.     That     nae     sir      match      surf  be 


A  Cow  and  a  Cauf,  a   Ewe  and  a  haxif, 
And  threffy  gride  shillins  and  three; 

A  vera  gude  tocher,  a  cotter-man's  dochter, 
The  lass  vvi'  the  bonie  black  ee  . 
"Her   Daddie,  &:c. 

Her  Daddie  bad    her    counsel  tak, 

But  counsel    she  tuik  nane; 
And    lang  and    sair  the   lassie  rued, 

Sae  fuil  —  like    she'd  been   tacn  . 
Her    Daddie,  &<  . 

"Oh!  for  my  Daddic's    kindly  luik, 

My  Minnie's    kindly  care] 
Gin    I    were  in    their    ingle  ntlik, 

I1d   never   leave  it  mair!' 
Her   Daddie,  &<  . 
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woo'd  ajcd  married  a^d  a9 


Lively 


The  Bridecame  o\it  of  the  byre,  And  O  as  she  dighted  her  cheeks  '."sirs, 


J|  i  r  iVH5 


I\n  to  be  mar_ried  the  night ,  A  nd  has  nei_ther  hlan_kcts    nor   sheets;  Has 


t±z=t 
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nei_ther  blan_ketsnor  sheets,  Nor  scarce  a  co.vcrjei  too,    The  Bride  that  lias  a' 


Wooed  and  married  and  a?And  was  nae  she  ver.y  well  aff,Thatwaswooedan<l  married  and  a\ 


Out  spake  the  bride's  father, 

As  he  came  in  frae  the  pleugh, 
"O  hadye're  tonguc,my  doughter, 
And  ye's  get  gear  enough; 
The  stirk  that  stands  i'  th'  tether, 

And  our  braw  hasin'd  yade 
Will  carry  ye  hame  your  corn; 
Wliat  wad  ye  he  at ,  ye  jade?  " 
Woo'd  and  murricd,  &c. 


Out  spake  the  bride's  mither, 

"What  for  needs  a1  (his  pride! 
I  had  nae  a  plack  in  my  pouch 

That  night  I  was  a  hride; 
My  gown  was  linsy  woolsy, 
And  ne'er  a  sark  but  twa, 
And  ye  hae  ribbons  and  buskin'., 
When  1  had  nane  aval' 

Wob'd  and  married,  &c. 


Out  spake  the  bride's  blither 
As  he  came  in  wi'  the  kye, 
"Poor  Willie  had  ne'er  a  lane  >c, 
Hail  he  kent  ye  as  weel  as  I  ; 
For  you're  baith  proud  and  sau<\, 
And  nae  for  a  poor  man's  wif< ■•, 
Gin  I  canna  get  a  better, 

ls<  never  tak  ane  i'  my  life." 
Woo'd  and  married,  &c  . 


LOVELY   LA  SS   CV  .M OJfORGA JV . 


T.fkc    yon_dcr     lone_ly     fur  _  fie       dove,      That       CpO  _  ing 
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rie?    For,  do     you     rliink  my 
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hearf     f  an      sfay      Be  _ hind,    when     you     are      far      a  _  . 


No,  tin,  my  dear,  wlieiuVr  we  |»art , 

Take  witli  y<>u    my    |»«mr  Meeding-  h»r«; 

But  use  it  kindly,   for  yrm  know 

How  nui'li  ir  loy^i  ^t»u  Inns? 

You   kn..v>    tri  wli«r   «  great  degree, 

Signing-  for  if  wasted  twe; 

Bur  one  sweet  nolle  rr,«|d  well  repay 

The  |>ain«,   and   tmiiMrs  <nt  Idiv  d«y. 


DUKE  HAMILTON. 


j  fc- 

Duke 

Ham  _  il  -  toi 

i    was  as 

fine     a  J.< 

rd,  Fal 

lal  do 
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ral      de      re,      O,      As       ev_  _  er      Scot,  land      could      af  _  ford,  Fal 


lal      de     ral     de      re,       O.  For       per  .son.  al  V4.  .  _1« 
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few    was     there,    Could      with      his       Grace      the     Duke    com- pare;  How 
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he    was     mur_  dcr'd    you     shall     heir,     Fal      lal     de     ral     do      re,     () . 


Dord  Mohoun  and  he  fell  out  of  late, 

,    Fal  lal,  ^c. 
About  some  trifles  of  the  state, 

Fal  lal,  ice. 
So  hipii  the  words  between  (hem  rose, 
As  very  soon  it  turn'd  to  blows; 
How  it  will  end  there's  nobody  knows, 
Fal'lal,Jrc. 
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Lord  Mohonn,wlio  never  man  could  face,      Then  bespoke  the  brave  Lord  Mohuon, 


Fal  lal,  Ai  . 
Unless  In  some  dark  and  private  place, 

Fal  lal,  Ac. 
Lord  Mohun,who  never  man  conld  face, 
Unless  in  some  dark  and  private  place, 
He  sent  a  challenge  unto  his  Grace, 

Fal  lal, Ac. 

Betimes  in  the  morning  his  Grace  arose, 

Fal  lal,  Ac. 
And  straight  to  Colonel  Hamilton  g°es, 

Fal  lal,  Ac. 
Your  company,  Sir,  I  must  importune, 


Fal  lal,  At  . 
[  think  your  Grace-  is  here  full  soon, 

Fal  lal, ice. 
I  Wish  your  Grace  would  put  it  by, 
Since  blood  for  blood  for  vengeance  cry. 
And  loath  I  am  this  day  to  die, 

Fal  lal,  Arc. 

Then  be-spoke  the  Duke  his  Grace, 

Fal  lal,  Ac. 
Saying,go  find  out  a  proper  place, 

Fal  lal,  Arc. 
My  Lord,  to  me  the  challenge  you  sent, 
To  sec  it  out  is  my  intent, 


Betimes  in  the  morning,and  very  soon, 
To  meet  General  McCartneyALord  Mohoun,  Till  my  last  drop  of  blood  be  spent , 
Fal  lal,  Ac.  Fal  lal,  Ac. 


The  Colonel  replies, I  am  your  slave, 

Fal  lal,  Ac. 
To  follow  your  Grace  unto  the  grave, 

Fal  lal, Ac. 
Then  they  took  Coach  without  delay, 
And  to  Hyde  Park  by  break  of  day, 
O  there  began  the  bloody  fray, 

Fal  lal,  Ac. 


Then  these  Heroes  swords  were  drawn, 

Fal  lal, Ac. 
And  so  lustily  they  both  fell  on, 

Fal  lal,  Ac. 
Duke  Hamilton  thrust  with  all  his  might, 
Unto  Lord  Mohoun  thro' his  body  quite, 
And  sent  him  to  eternal  niffht, 

Fal  lal,  Ac. 


No  sooner  out  of  Coach  they  light,  By  this  time  his  Grace  had  got  a  wound , 

Fal  lal, Ac.  Fal  lal,  Ac. 

ButMohounand  M'.;  Carfncy  came  in  sight,  Then  on  the  grass  as  he  sat  down 

Fal  lal,  Ac.  Fal  lal,  Ac. 

No  sooner  ou»  of  Coach  they  light,  Base  M<;  Cartncy,as  we  find  , 

Rut  Mohoun  and  MV  Cartney  came  in  sight,  Cowardly,  as  he  was  inclined. 

0  then  began  the  bloody  fight,  Stabb'd  his  Grace  the  Duke-  behind, 

Fal  lal, Ac.  Fal  lal, Ac. 


This  done  the  traitor  ran  away, 

Fal  lal,  Ac. 
And  was  not  heard  of  for  many  a  day, 

Fal  lal,  Ac. 
In  christian  land  let's  bear  no  more 
Of  duelling,  and  human  gore} 
The  story's  told,  I  say  no  more, 

Buf,fal  lal,  Ac. 


AVLD  ROB  MOR RIS 


There's  auld  Rob  Morris  that  mums  in  yon  glcn,HeN  the  kfnn;  gudC 


fel_lows   an'  wale    6'  auld   men;      He  lias  gowd  in   his    rof_fers.    He  has 


Mm 


heep,  lie  lias  kine  ,   -And   |te    hon— ny    las_sie,  his  dar_ling    and  mine. 


U  r  i'^  '  u  r  ru  r  rir r  f 


She's   fresh   as    the   morning-,  fhe    fairest   in  May, 
She's  sweet  as  the  ev'ning  amang  the   new  hay: 
As   hlythe    Hh1    as    artless    as   the   lambs  on  fhe  lee, 
And  dear  to  my  heart    as    the  light    to    my  e'e. 

But  oh!  she's   an  heiress,   auld    Robin's    a  laird^ 

And  my  daddie  has   nought  but   a  cof_housc  and  yard; 

A  wooer  like  me   mannna    hope  to  eome  speed  , 

Tlie  wounds  I  must  hide  that  will  soon  be  my  dead  . 

The   day  comes  to  me,  but  delight  brings    me  nanc; 
The   night  comes  to   me,  bnt   my  rest "  it    is  gane; 
I  wander   my   lane,   like   a    night-troubled  ghaisf, 
And  1  sigh  a*  my  heart    ft    wad  burst  in  my  breast. 

0  had  she  bnt  been  of  a    lower   degree  , 

1  Ihen   might  haV  hop'd  she  wad  smil'd  upon  me! 
f  .  now  fKWt  describing  had  then   been    my  bliss, 

'  *   no  «  my  destraf  tion  no  words  can  express' 
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broom      bloom'd      fair     to     see,    WTien     l>on  _  nie      <lai  _  sies      deekd  the 
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heart     as     light,   And      eke     a     mind       as       free,        Cries,      ({own  H 
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e,     And      I      will       f..l  _  low  thee!' 

_____ 

Wlicre  graeefu'  I. irks  hing-  droopin  ofer 

Tlic  deep  pool's  waveless  side, 
There, shaded  frae  ilie  simmer  sun, 

The  wandVin  salmon  hide. 
And  there  the  little  trouties  play 

And  shine  sae  Imnnily; 
'Gang  down,  franor  down  the  bonnie  burn  side,. 

And  1  \sill  follow  thee?* 


Sl»w  ami 
S"t>  uiii . 


Where  filiate*)  erane,  .md  rlamVous  gull,  A_ho\  e  die  miftt]  tllttrtM  «>t  Mull, And 


There, round  CojjjnribaV  ruins  gray, 
The  shades  of  monks  are  wont  to  stray, 
And  slender  forth*  of  nuns,  that  weep 
In  moonlight  bj  the  murmuring  deep. 


Whc  n  fancy  moulds  up  >n  the  mitt  I 
1-ight  visions  ■'•>  'lo  passing  wind, 
And  won*.,  with  laijltor'iig  foiiifne  f||d  sigh. 
The  shade*  net  menu  ry\  wild*  ih.ii  fly. 


That, in  that  still  and  solemn  hour, 
Might  slrWoh  itnafljltiarionV  power, 
And  restless  fancy  r»vcl  free 
In  painful,  pleasing  luxury. 


LU/?/)  RONALD  CxAMF.   fO  HIS  LAD\  \   BO W *7?. 


Lord  nit1   <  .uik    <"  his  Ta.dy's  howVWhcn  <h<  moon  was   in   h' r 


wane;      Tord  Ronald  came  at  a  late  late  hour,  And  to  her  howr    is    gam  . 


saft_ly    st.  pt    in    his    san_dal    shoon,   And    saft  _ly     laid    him  down: 


It's 


6# 


"Lord    Ronald,  stay  'till    the  early  cock 
Sail   flap  his  siller  wing", 


An'  saftly  ye  maun   ope  the  gate. 

An'  loose  the  silken  string-.'" 
'O  Ellenore,my  fairest  lair! 

O  Ellenore,  my  brid<  ! 
How  can  ye  fear,  when  my  mcrrymen  a' 

Are  on  the   mountain  side?' 

The  moon  was  hid,   the  night    w  is  sped, 

But   Kllenore's  heart    was  wae, 
She  heard   the  cock  flap  his   siller  wing-, 

An'  she  watch'd  the  mornin  ray: 
"Rise  up,  rise  up, Lord   Ronald  dear, 

The  mornin   opes  it's"  ee, 
O  speed   thee  to  thy  father's  towV, 

And   saf  e,  safe,  may  thou  he!' 

But  there  was  a  Page,  a  little  fause  Page, 

Lord  Ronald  did  espy, 
An'  he  has  told    his   Baron.,  all, 

"Where  the  hind  and  hart  did  lie . 
"It    is  na  for  thee,  but  thine,  Lord  Ronald, 

Thy  father's  deed*  <>'  weir, 
But  since  the  hind  has  come  to  my  fatil, 

His, blood  shall  dim  my  spear'' 

Lord  Ronald  kiss'd  (air  Ellenore, 

And  press d  her  lily  hand  • 
Si<    a  comely  knight, "and  comely  dame, 

NcVr  met  in  wedlocks  band: 
But  the  Baron  watch'd,  as  he  rais'd  the  latch, 

And  kiss'd  again  his  bride  ; 
And  with  his  spear, in  deadly  ire, 

He  picre'd  Lord  Ronalds  side. 

The  life  blood  fled  frac  fair  Ellonore's  cheek, 

She  look'd  all  wan  and  ghast, 
She  lcan'd  her  down  by  Lord  Ronald's   si,|<  , 

An'  the  blood  was  rinnin   fast  : 
She  kiss'd  his  lip  o*  the  dcadlic  hue, 

But  his  life  she  conrina  s<ay; 
Hor  bosom  throhd  a<   dcadlic  thrn|>, 

An'  their  spirits   baith  fled  away. 
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He's  a  ter_ri_hle  man,  John  Tod,  John  Tod; He's  a  tcr_ri_l>le  man,  John 


N-  i  N 


od.         He    scolds    in    the  house.  He  set  Ids  at    the   door,     H(     scolds  on  the 
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The  -weans  a'  fear  John  Tod,  John  Tod, 
The  weans  a'  fear  John  Tod; 
"When  he's  passing-  hy, 
The  Mi'liers  will  cry, 
Here's  an  ill  wean,  John  Tod,  John  Tod, 
Here's  an  ill   wean,  John  Tod. 


How  is  he  fendin,  John  Tod,  John  Tod? 
How  is  he  wendin,  John  Tod!1 
He's  scourin  the  land, 
"Wi'  his  rang  in  his  hand, 
An'  the  French  wad  na  frighten  John  Tod, John  Tod, 
An'  the  French  wad  na  frighten  JohnTod. 


The  callants  a  fear  JohnTod,  John  Tod,  Ye're  sun-brint  and  tatter'd  JohnTod, JohnTod, 

The  callants  a  fear  John  Tod;  Ye're  tantit  and  hatter'd  JohnTod; 

If  they  steal  hut  a  nec|>,  Wi'ye're  auld  stripped  coul, 

The  laddie  he'll  whip,  Ye  hrik  maist  like  a  fail, 

And  its  unco  weel  done  in  John  Tod,  JohnTod,  But  there's  nouse  in  the  Hning,JohnTod,J>hnTod, 

It's  unco  weel  done  in  JohnTod.  But  there's  nouse  in  the  lining,JolinTod. 


An'  saw  yc  nac  little  JohnTod,  JohnTod,  He's  weel  rcspct  tit ,  John  Tod,  John  Tod, 
O   saw  yc  nac  little  John  Tod;  He's  weel  respef  tit,  John  Tod ; 

His  shoon  they  were  re'in,  Tho'  a  terrible  man, 

And  his  lect   they  were  seen;  We'd  a' gane  wrang, 

But  stout  does  he  gang  on  the  road  JohnTod,  If  he  sud  leave  us,  John  Tod,  John  Tod, 
But  stout  does  he  gang"  on  the  road.  If  he   sud  leave  us,  John  Tod  . 


T'HF.  GLOOMY  JflGHT  IS  GAT'H9  RIJTG  FAST'. 
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Slow 


The  gloom  _y  night  is  gafh'_ring    fast,  Loud  roars    the  \*ild  in 


con_stant    blast;  Yon    mur  _ky     cloud       is       foul     with      r.iin,      I      «c  if 


driv  _  ing      o'er      the      plain.      The      hun  —  ter      now        lias        left  the 


fj     Tlie     scat  _  ter <1      co  _*veys     meet     se  _  cure,   Wliile    liere     I  wan_der, 


The  Autumn  mourns  her  rip'ning  c  orn 
By  early  "Winter's  ravage  torn; 
Ac  ross  her  placid,  azure  sky, 
She-  sees  the  scowling  tempest  fly: 
Chill  runs  my  blood  to  hear  it  rave, 
I  think  upon  the  stormy  wave, 
Where  many  a  danger  I  must  dare, 
Jar  from  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ajr. 


'Tis  not  the  surging  billows'  roar, 
'Tis  not  that  fatal,  deadly  shore; 
Tho'  Death  in  cv'ry  shape  appear, 
The  wretched  have  no  more  to  fear; 
But  round  my  heart  the  ties  are  bound. 
That  heart  transpiercd  with  many  a  wound , 
These  bleed  afresh,  those  ties  I  fear, 
To  leave  Che  bonnie  banks  of  Ayr. 


Farewell  old  Coila's  hills  and  dales, 
Her  heathy  moors  and  winding  vales , 
The  sc  enes  where  wretched  fancy  roves. 
Pursuing  past  tmhappy  loves ■ 
Farewell  my  friends,  farewell  my  foes, 
My  peace  with  these,  1113-  love  with  those. 
The  bursting  tears  my  heart  declare, 
Farewell  the  bonnie  hanks  of  Ayr. 
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O  CHECK,  MY  LOrE,  THE  FALLING  TEAR 


O  check,  im  1 


I'all—'ihg  tear,  Which   dims    thy  b<>n_nie 


7  *   *•  "  ;  r 

e'e;         Tlie  world  may    frown,  and  friends  prove  false,  But  ]  U  be  trrre  to  thee. 


i  r   r  r  u  ^ 


O   check,  my   love,   the   ri_sing  sigh,  Winch  gen_tly  swells  thy  heart ;  Hone 
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his_pers,  soon  we'll  meet  a_gain,  And  ne_ver,  ne_ver  part 
 "  »         -       *~  ^ 
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Wlien  far  awa',  that  falling-  tear  Then  check,  my  love,  the  falling  tear 
Shall  aft  remember'd  be;  Which  dims  thy  bonny  e'e; 

The  rising  sigh, whic  h  swells  thy  heart,  The  world  may  frown,  and  friends  prove  false, 
Shall  ne'er  be  lost  on  me.  But  I'll  be  true  to  thee. 

o  sTay,  sweeT  warblijtg  woodlaric,  sTay/ 


O    stay,  sweet     war_bling  wood_lark,  stay!  Nor  quit  for  me  the 


trembling  spray,  A  hopeless  lo_ver  courts  thy  'ay,  Thy  soothing  fond  complaining. 
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A  _  gain,  a_gain,  that  ten_der  parti  That<  I  may  catch  thy  melt_ing-  art;  For 

0.  m  
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sure_ly    that  would    touch  her    heart,  "Wha  kills  me  wi'  dis_dain_ing. 


Say^w-as  thy  little  mate  unkind, 
And  heard  thee  as  tlic  careless  wind? 
Oh, nought, hut  love  and  sorrow  join'd, 
Sic  notes  of  woe  could  wauken  ! 


Thou  tcll'st  of  never-ending- care, 
Of  speechless  grief, and  dark  despair:  — 
For  pity's  sake,  sweet  hi rd,  line  mairj 
Or  my  poor  heart  is  broken  I 


Thov  cauld  gloomy  feberjtar. 


Slow 
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Thou  cauld  gloomy  Feb_er_war ,  O   gin  thou  wert    a_wa!,  I  in 
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G  FORD  IF.. 


Slew 


There  was  a  bat_tle  in  the  north,  And  No_bles  there  was  many;  And 


tliey  hae  kill'd   Sir  Char_lie  Hay,  And  they  laid  the  wyte  on  Geor_die 


O  fie   has   written   a   lang  letter  , 

He  sent  it  to  his  Lady; 
*Ye  maim  cum  up  to  Enbrugh  town 
To  see  what  words  o'  Geordie! 

When  first  she  look'd  the  letter  on, 

She  was  baith  red  an  rosy; 
But  she  had  na  read  a  word  but  twa , 

Till  she  wallow't  like  a  lily. 

"Gar  get   to  me  my  gude  grey  steed, 
My  menzie  a'  gao  wi'  me; 
For  I  shall  neither    eat  nor  drink, 
Till  Enbrugh  town  shall  see  me  ?' 

And  she  has  moiintit  her  glide  grey  steed, 
Her  menzie  a' gaed  wi'  her; 

And  she  did  neither  eat  nor  drink 
Till  Enbrugh  town  did  see  her . 

And  first  appear'd  the  fatal  block, 
And  syne  the  aix  to  head  him , 

And  G-eordie  cumin  down  the  stair, 
And  bands  o'  airn  upon  him  . 

But   tho'  he  was  chaind   in  fetters  Strang, 
O'  airn  and  steel  sae  heavy, 

There  was  na  ane  in  a'  the  court 
Sae  braw  a  man  as  Geordie. 


O  she's  down  on  her  bended  knee , 

I  wat  she's  pale  and  weary, 
'O  pardon,  pardon,  noble-  king, 
And  gie  me  back  my  dearie  . 


I  hae  seven  helpless  bairns, 

The  seventh  ne'er  saw  his  daddies 

O  pardon,  pardon, noble  king, 
Pity  a  waefu'  Lady." 

*Gar  bid  the  headin— man  mak  haste?, 

Our  king  reply'd  fa'  lordly: 
"O  noble  king,  tak  a'  that's  mine, 
But  gie  me  back  my  G-eordic." 

The  Gordons  cam, and  the  Gordons  ran, 
And  they  were  stark  and  steady; 

And  ay  the  word  amang  them  a' 
Was,'Gordons  keep  yon  ready.' 

An  .  aged  lord  at  the  king's  right  hand, 
Says,"noble  king,  but  hear  me; 

Gar  her  fell  down  five  thousand  pound, 
And  gie  her  back  her  dearie?' 

Some  gac  her  marks,  some  gae  her  (Towns, 
Sonic  gac  her  dollars  many, 

And  she's  tcll'd  down  five  thousand,  pound, 
And  she's  gotten  again  her  dearie  . 


She  blinl.il  blythc  in  her  Geordie's  face, 
Sayv,"lcar  I've  bought  (bee, Geordie; 

But  their  sud  been  hlaidy  bonks  on  the  green, 
Or  I  had  tint  m>    I  iddic." 
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Be_hin 


d  yon  hills  'where   T.iU_gar   flows,  'M 


ang  muirs  an'l  mo cset 


vra     to      Nan_ny,  O.      The    west_lin  win'    blaws     load     and    shill,  The 
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night's    baith    mirk    and    rai_ny,  O;    But    I'll     get      my      plaid,  and 


w 
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out      I'll      steal,     And     owre      the     hills      to     Nan  _  ny,  O, 


My  Nanny's  charming,  sweet,and  young} 

Nae  artf  u'  wiles  to  win  ye,  O ; 
May  ill  hefa'the  flattVing  tongue, 

That  wad  beguile  my  Nanny,  O. 
Her  face  is  fair,  her  heart  is  true, 

As  spotless  as  she's  bonny, 
The  orJning  gowan,  wet  wi'dew, 

Nae  purer  is  than  Nanny,  O . 


A  country  lad  is  my  degree, 

And  few  there  be  that  ken  me,  O; 
But  what  care  I  how  few  they  be, 

I'm  welcome  aye  to  Nanny,  O. 
My  riches  a's  my  penny  fee, 

And  I  maun  guide  it  cannie,  O, 
But  warld's  gear  ne'er  troubles  me, 

My  thoughts  are  a'  my  Nanny  O. 


Our  auld  gudeman  delights  to  view 

His  sheep  and  kye  thrive  bonnie  O; 
But  I'm  as  blytbetliat  hands  his  pleugh, 

And  has  na  cart-  but  Nanny,  O. 
Come  weel,  come  wo,  I  carena  by, 

I  II  tak  what  Heaven  w  ill  sen1  me,  O? 
Nacithcr  care  in  life  have  I, 

But  live, and  love  my  Nanny,  O. 
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THE  HIGHLAND  widow's  LAMENT. 


Oh!    I    am  come   to    the    low  conn —trie,  Och_on,   och_on,  och_ 


"With—out  a   pen_ny   in     my   purse.  To    huy    a      meal     to  m< 


mm 
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It  was   nae    sae  in    the  Highland  hills, 

Ochon,    ochon,  ochrie! 
Nae  woman   in   the  w-arld  wide 

Sae    happy   was    as    me  . 


I  was  the  happiest  of  a'  the  clan, 
S<iir,    sair  may    I   repine  ; 

For  Donald  was  the  hravest  man, 
And    Donald    he  was  mine  . 


For   then    I   had    a     score   o»  kye , 

Ochon,  •  ochon,  ochrie.' 
Feeding-    on  yon    hill    sae    high , 

And  giving-   milk   to    me . 


Till   Charlie   Stuart   cam  at  last, 
Sae    far    to    set    us    free  5 

My   Donald's  arm  was  wanted  then, 
For    Scotland   and   for  mc  . 


And    there    I    had     threescore  o'  yowes,     Their  waefu'  fate,  what   need  I  tell, 


Ochon,    ochon,  ochrie. 
Skipping  on    the   bonnie  knowes , 
And  casting  woo    to    me . 


Right    to   the  wrang  did  yield ; 
My  Donald    and    his   country  fell 
Upon  Oulloden  field. 


Ochon,    ochon!    O    Donald,  oh! 

Ochon,    ochon,  ochrie! 
Nae    woman    in    the    warld  wide, 

Sae   wretched    now   as    me  . 


BIE ICS   OF  A  BERFELD1T. 


Bon_ny    Ias_sie,  will   ye    go,     Will    ye     go,     will     ye  go, 
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sim-mer  blinks  on  flow'ry  braes,  And  o'er  the    crystal  stream— let  plays  5  Come 


let  us    spend  the    light  —  some     days     In     the     Birks     of    A  _  ber  _  fel  _dy. 


mm 


f 


=3= 


Bon  -  ny     las-  sie,    will     ye      go  ,      "Will      ye       go,      will      ye         go  , 


ft    f      J  r* 


r  rr  1  1  r 


Bon.ny    las_sie,will   ye    go,    To    the    Birks     of     A  — .  her  _  fel  _  dy  ? 


The    little   birdies    blythely   sing',  The  hoary  cliffs   are    crown'd  wi'  flow'rs, 

"While  o'er  their  heads    the   hazels  hing;  White  o'er   the   linns   the  burnie  poors, 

Or  lightly   flit,  on    wanton  wing,  And,  rising,  weets   wi'  misty  showers 

In   the    birks    of    Aberfeldy.  The    birks    of  Aberfeldy. 

Bonny    lassie,   4c.  Bonny    lassie,   &c . 

The  braes    ascend    like    lofty  wa's  ,  I>cf    Fortune's    gifts   at  random  flee, 

The   foamy   stream  deep-roaring   fa's,  They  ne'er  shall   draw  a   wish   frae  mc, 

O'cr-hnng   wi'  fragrant    spreading   shaws,  Supremely   blest    wi'  love    and  thee, 

The   birks    of   Aberfeldy.  In   the  birks   of  Aberfeldy  . 

Bonny   lassie,  Arc.  Bonny   lassie,  AVc . 
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ROSLUf  CASTLE. 
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Nan  _  ny  rung,  "While 

 P  ■ 

-^§£ 

Awake,  sweet  muse,  the  breathing  spring 
"With  rapture  warms ,  awake  and  sing-; 
Awake  and  join  the  vocal  throng*, 
Who  hail  the  morning  with  a  song: 
To  Nanny  raise  the  chearful  lay, 
O!  bid  her  haste  and  come  away; 
In  sweetest  smiles  herself  adorn, 
And  add  new  graces  to  the  morn . 


WHA-t  safi'e.yijvg  Thought's  bes/si'less  sTaki'. 

Saint'  Air. 


What  saftcning  thoughts  resistless  star), 
An'  pour  their  influence  o'er  the  heart ! 
What  mingling  scenes  around  appear, 
To  musing  Meditation  dear] 
Whan,  wae,  we  tent  fair  Grandeurs  fa', 
By  Roslirfs  ruined  Castle  wa'! 
O.whal  is  pomp?  an' what  is  power? 
Th<  silly  phantoms  of  an  hour  ! 


Sac  loudly  ance,frae  B'-slin's  brow, 
The  martial  trump  o' grandeur  blew , 
While  steel-clad  vassals  wont  to  wait 
Their  chieftain  at  the  porfallod  gate', 
An' maidens  fair,  in  vestments  gay, 
Bestrewed  wi'  flowers  the  warriors  way: 
Bnt  now,ah  me!  how  changed  the  scene 
Nac  trophied  ha',  nae  towers  remain. 
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LADY*  AJTJT  BOTHWF.lVS  LAMEJfl'. 


Slow 


Ba.— low,  my    l">>,    lie    still     and     sleep,    It     grieves    mc  sair  to 


Balow,  my  darling-,  sleep   awhile,  Balow,  my  boys  «h|i  not  lor  me, 

And  when    thou  wak'sl   then   sweetlj  smile;      Whose  greatest  grief's  in   wringing  thcej 

Already,  in  thy  looks,  I  see  Nor  j>it\    her  deserved  smart, 

Thy  Father's   smile,  thy   Bather's  eV:  Who  can  blame  mine  hut  her  fond  heart. 

Ah!  little  did    I   ance   believe,  For   too  soon  trusting,  latest  finds, 

Thai  sie  kind   looks  ectihl   sae  ueeeive.  With  forest  tongues  are  falsest  minds. 

Brtlo-w,  balow,  StC,  B.dow,  balow,  &c. 

Balow,  m\  boj,  111  w<<|.   (or  thee! 
Too  soon,  alakr  .  thou  It    weep  for  me: 
Thy  griefs  are  growing  to  a  sum; 
G-od    grant    the;    patience  when   they  Come; 
Thn'  sorrow  brings  mc  to  the  grave, 
Kind    Heaxeii,  on  thee  will  pity  have. 
Balow,  balow,  &e. 
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S7AY,  MY  CHARM  Eft9  CAJT  YOU  LEAVE  ME? 


Sfay,my  charmer] can  ynn  leave  me?  Cru_el,  rru_el,to  de_ctive  me] 


Well  yon  know,how  much  yon  grieve  me;  Cruel  eharmer/anyou  gnfCrueJ  eh:>rmer,caii  yon  go? 


a  j  J   r  J  I  J  J 


By  my  love  so  ill  requited; 
By  the  faith  yop  fondly  plighted; 
By  the  pangs  of    lovers  slighted; 
Do   not,  do    not    leave  mc  so! 
Do  not,  do   not    leave  me  so!. 

-s»  —>■-*•*"-•<-•<-      <-  -C- 

MOVJff  A, YD  GO. 


mm 


Mount  and  go,  mount  and  make^you  rea_dy  O;  Mount  and  go,and 


mm 


mm 


he  a  Sol^dicrs  L,a— dy  O.    When    the    drums    do    heat,  and  the  cannons 


rat_tle   O,  I    fight   for   thy  dear   sake,        Nor   heed  «he  shock  of  batik- O. 


I  '  1 


15 


3=i 


m  —i  1  = — •  w  *  ■  

Mount   and   go,      mount  and    make  you    rea  _dy    O;       Mount   and    go,  and 


-*  r 

be   a    Sol_dtcrs   L,a_dy   O.     Whtn  (he  vanquished  foe    Shall  sue  for  peace  and 


j  j  j j-i.i.jirF^ 


qui_et,  Then   home—ward  I  shall  go,  And  with  my    love    en_joy    it.  No 


m 


•- 

~  ■  « 

I  6 

more  the   drums  shall  heat,       No  more  (lie   tan— nous  »at_ <le$  The  foe  shall 


r  1  \  1 '  m  r 1  ■  r  1  r 1  ■ r f  r 1  'f 


(hen  re_treat,      For  we  shall  gain  the    l>af_tle  O.    Mount   and  go,     mount  and 


* — 9 
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L.4SS,  G/JV  1TF.    l.OF.   ME,  7ELL  ME  JfOV\ 


TP  0#uiL. 

\ 

I    haV    laid  a 

^  f 

lier_ring'    in'  sat, 
~f  '  

Lass,  gin  y 

,  ■ 

S  lo 

 1 

e  mc, 

1  ■  r 

r 

-  /7\ 


*  1  '  •  1  *-. — :  k- 

tell     inc     now;     I     hae     brevf'd       a      for—pet     o1      m<Tt,     An1  I 


fete 


i  J- lr-'c.  E 


eaii_na    come    il_ ka    day    to    woo.       I    hat   a    calf  ■will   soon    be   a  cow, 


i 


r  -it  •  f 


}  

fc.  

> 

Pn  

• 

as? 


if 


iVi    <  house  on   yonder  niuir, 

La*s»iriii  ye  l«>e  we,  tell  mc  now? 

Tlir<  c  sparrow*  may  dance  upon  the  floor, 

Ami  1  caima  come  ilka  day  to  woo. 

I  ■  »Y  a  hutt, and  1  haV  a  benn, 

l>ass,)jin  ><    Inc  mc,tak   inc  now? 

I  haV   three   ihi«koiis  and   a   fal  licit, 

\nd  I  r.Min.i  f>  n\f  ony   inair  won. 


I've  a  ben  w  i'  a  happit}  leg, 

I, ass, gin  ye  lot   mc,  tell  me  now? 

Which  ilka  day  lays  me  an  egg, 

Anil  1  canna   Come  ilka  <lay  to  woo. 

I  haV  a  kehhock  upon   my  shelf, 

l,ass,jjin  ye  loV  me, tell  me  now? 

I  «low  ii  i  ea<    it  a1  myself. 

And  I  winna  come  ony  mair  to  woo. 


1'HE    BRISK    \\)UJV(i  LAD, 
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J  U.J  I  i 


[Mr  i  i 


Tliere     came     a"    young-     man     to     my     <la«l  _  die's      door,  My 


lad  —  die's     door,  my    dad —die's     door}     There    came     a    young    man     to  my 


dad_dies     door,    Came   seeking'    me    to    woo.       Anil    wow,    but    lie  was 


ww,  bul    he  w.is    a    braw   young    lad,  Came    seeking     me  t< 


But  1   was  I. .tkin  when  he  came, 
When  ho  came,  when  he  came: 
I        !-   him  in  and  g-ac  him  a  scone, 
To  fhow  his  frozen  mou'. 
And  wow  hut  he,  Arc, 

I  set  him  in  aside  the  bink, 
1  yae  him  bread,  and  ale  to  drink; 
And  what  'l    ye  think?  he  wad  na  blink, 
Until  lie  was  filled  fon. 
And   wow  but  he,  &r . 


fiae,  get  je  gone, ye  drnektn  wooer, 
Ye  sour- looking,  eauldrife  wooer; 
I  sf  raighf  \,  ,iy  sliotfe'd  him  to  i;,e  door. 
Saying- ome  na<-  mair  t<>  Hoot 
And  wow  but  he,  . 

There  lay  a   duck—  doh  before  tli<  door, 
Before  the  door,  l)efore  thr-  door: 
There  lay  a  dii'  k-duh  before  the  door 
And  there  fell  he,  I  trow. 
And  Wow  but  he,  &(■ . 


Out  came  the  guidman,  and  high  he  shouted, 
Out  came  the  guidwlfe,  and  tow  sh<  touted. 
And  a'  the  town-neighbours  «  ere  gather'd  about  it  , 
And  there  lay   fie  I  trow. 
And  wav  hut  he,  <fc(  . 


7S 


Moderately 

Slow, 

with 
Expression , 


HF.y  dojtjildI  how  dojcaldI 


Tho'    sim  _  iticr  smiles   on  bank  and  brae,  And  na_ture  bid1-  the 


heart  be  gay,  Yet  a'  the  joys  o'    flow!_ry   May,   Wi'  plea_stire  ne'er  ran 


^  L>1  1  if   Lr  I    Ll  if     I  r 


fete 


Chorus. 


l  P  '  \  "'-4 


move  me.       Hey   Don_aldJ    How  Don  _  aid!  Think  up  _on  your  vow,  Donald!- 


•  •— 1 — p  p         '  1 

i   r  IN 
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 1 

Mind    the     hea  _  titer     knowe,   Donald,  Whare  ye    vowd    to    love    me  . 


The  budding  rose    and   scented  brier, 
The   siller   fountain    skinkling  clear, 
The  merry  laverock    whistling-  near, 
Wi'  pleasure  ne'er  can   move  me. 
Hey  Donald,  &-C. 

I   downa    look   on   hank  or  brae, 
T    downa    greet   where  a'   are  gay; 
But,  oh.'my  heart    will   break    wi'  wac, 
Gin  Donald  cease  to  love  me  . 
Hey  Donald,  <fec. 


.       RK   YOJTDER    POMP   OF  COSfLlT  FASHIOJT. 


Mark  yonder  pomp  of  cost_Iy  fashion,  Round  the  wealthy   ti  tied 


pride.  'What  arc     the  show_y  treasures?  "What  are   the    nois_v  pleasures  ?  The 


f 


i 


f 


g-ay,gau_dy  glare  of    va_ni_ty  anrl  art: 


The     po  _  lish'd  jew_el's 


4 


f 


f 


MM 


blaze         May  draw  the  wond'ring-  g-aze,       And  eourt_ly  grandeur  bright  -  The 


N    N  N 


fan_ey  may  de_lig-ht,  But  ne_ver,  ne_ver  can  come  near   the  heart 


P 


f 


Rut,  did  yon  see  my  clearest  Phil  lis, 

fn  simplicity's  array, 
T^ovely  as  yon   sweet    opening-  flower  is, 
Shrinking-  from   the  g-aze  of  day: 

O  then  the  heart  alarming-, 

And   all   resistless  charming-, 
In  loves  delig-hfful  fetters    she  chains  the  willing*  soul! 

Ambition  would  disown 

The  world's  imperial  crown , 

Ev'n  av'rice  wonld  deny 

His  worshipp'd  deify, 
And  feel  thro'  every  vein   love's   raptures  roll  . 


HO 


BARBARA  ALLAN* 


jv,„.i,i.ij  ^ f  i  flir  r  nn  r  r 


It  was  in    and    a  —  bout    the    Mar— tin  — mas    time,    When  the 


r  u  J  Ejir 


J  II  I  I  L  1 


m 


preen    leaves    were     a     fall— ing,  That      Sir     John     Graham,    in  tlic 


rT-  rt-Xj1 


west    coun  — trie,    Fell    in    love    with     Bar— bara     Al— lan. 


He  sent  his  man  down  thro'  the  town  , 

To  the  place  where  she  was  dwelling  ; 
'o  haste  and  come  to  my  master  dear, 
Gin  ye  be  Barbara  Allan?' 


He  rurn'd  his  face  unto  thr  wa\ 

And   death  v>as  with   him  dealing? 

'Adieu?  adieu,  my  dear  friends  <\ 

Anil  be  kind   to   Barbara  Allan? 


Ohooly,  hooly,  raise  she  tip, 

Xo  the  place  where  he  was  lying-, 
Ano!  when  she  drew  the  curtain  by, 
"Young-  man, I  think,you're  dying'.' 

'()  it's  Im  sick,  and  very  very  sick, 

And 'tis  a'  for  Barbara  Allan'. 
"()  the  better  for  me  yr's  never  be, 

Tho'  your  heart's  blood  were  a  spilling. 

"b  dlrina  ye  mind,  young  man,"said  she, 
"When  ye  the  tups  was  filling 


And   slowly,  slowly,  raise  she  up, 

And  slowly,  slowly,  left  him; 
And  sighing,  said,  she   CO.rfd   n " •  stay, 

Since  death  of  life  had   reft  hiin. 

She  had    nae  gane  a   mile   but  twa, 

Wlu  n   she  heard   the  deid -bell  knelling. 

And  cv'ry  jow  that    the  deid -bell  gcid, 
It   cryVl,*'woe  to   Barbara  Allan!" 

:'0  mother,  mother,  make  my  bed! 
O  make  it   salt    and  narrow! 


T  hai  >e  made  the  healths  gae  round  &  round,    Since   my   love  died    for  me  to_day, 


And  slighted    Barbara  Allan." 


1  II  die  lor  him    to  morrow, 


WELCOME,  ROYAL  CHARLIE. 


SI 


When    France    had    her    as_sis_tanee    lent,  A  roy_al   prince  to 


Pf 


r  i  n  r  g 


name      was        roy_  _  al        Char_  _lio.  Birf,        O!         .ho  was 


Lang         in         com  ing-;      o!      he       was        lang-        in        com  _  -ing; 


r 

O!      he      was      lang-      in      com  _  ing;     Wel_comc,    roy  _  al     Char  _  lie. 


\M,  n  he  upon  (he  shore  did  stand, 
I  he  friends  he  had  within  the  land 
fame  down, and  shook  him  by  the  hand, 
And  wclcom'd  royal  Charlie. 

Ojre  l>t  en  lang  in  coniing^'&c  . 


The  dress  that  onr  Prince  Charlie  had, 
V\.is  bonnet  blur  and  tartan. |>laid; 
And  O, he  w.is  .1  handsome  lad! 
Few  could  compare  wi' Charlie, 
Rut,0,hc  was  langin  coming-,  Az  c 
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O  LASSIE  I  MAUJf  LO*E  7HEE 


'0,Lassie,I  matin  loc  thee',"0  T.addie  loc  na  me';'      'O,  T,ass]r,  I  maOT 


'  in       rrrifrnjiii  ^nji 


loethec,'0  T^addie  lo'ena  me;I,t'e  flit  nrwha  liaeflieirheartsafhame,Mino'slar>g-|>f  c;i  larfraeine!' 


AULD   LANG  SYJVE. 


In  moderate 
time. 


3:  a:  r 


Should   anld  ac —qnaint  _  ance  be  fur  -tfot,  And   ne__ver  brongftt  tc 


=3= 


min'?    STionld    auld     ac_qnaint  _ance   be  for—g'ot,  And    days    o»  lang-_syne? 


Chorus 


For      anld       lang"      syne,     my       dear,       For       anld       lang-      syne,  We'll 


i  i  i  i  i  r,  '  r  i 


Bass. 

Chorus. 


»/Soi>raii<>-  -J- 


For      auld      lan£      *ync*    my      dear,      For      anld      laiifj      «yne,  We'll 


8.3 


tak       a       cup       o»       kind  _  ness       yet,       For       auld       lang"  sync, 


 r  k 


tak      a       cup       o'       kind  _  ness       yet,       For       auld       lang-  syne. 


m 


We  twa  hat-  run  about  the  braes, 

And  pu'd  the  gowans  fine; 
But  we've  wanderd  mony  a  weary  foot 
Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 

Sin'  auld  lang  syne,  my  dear, 
Sin'  auld  lang  syne, 
We've  wander'd  mony  a  weary  foot 
Sin'  auld  lang-  syne. 


Wliat  guid  the  present  day  can  gie, 

May  that  be  yours  and  mine; 
But  beams  o»  fancy  sweetest  rest 
On  auld  lang  sync. 

On  auld  lang  sync,  my  dear, 
On  auld  lang  syne; 
The  bluid  is  cauld  that  winna  warm 
At  thoughts  r>'  lang  syne. 


We  twa  hae  paidled  in  the  burn 
Frae  morning  sun  'till  dine; 
But  seas  between  us  braid  hae  roar'd 
Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 

Sin'  auld  lang  syne,  my  dear, 
Sin'  auld  lang  syne; 
But    seas  between  us  braid  hae  roar'd 
Sin'  auld   lang  syne. 


We  twa  hae  seen  the  simmer  son, 

And  thought  it  aye  would  shine; 
But  mony  a   Cloud  has  come  between, 
Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 

Sin'  auld  lang  sync,  my  dear, 
Sin'  auld  lang  syne; 
But  mony  a  cloud  lias  come  between, 
Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 


But  still  my  heart  beats  warm  to  thee  , 

And  sae  to  me  does  thine; 
Blest  be  the  pow'r  that  still  has  left 
The  frien's  o'  lang  syne. 

O'  auld  lang  syne,  my  dear, 
O    .mid  lang  syne; 
Blest  be  the  powV  that  still  has  left 
The  frien's  o'  lang  syne. 


S4 


SWEET"  JiOB/jr. 


Ojwhere  are  yon  going  swu  t  RobinJWhatmaksyon  sae  proud  an'sae  shy!*! 


J  J.  [.I  J   J  jjlJlJI^ 


ance  «w  thcday,littlc  Robin, My  friendship  ye  did_na  de_ny.     But  winjer  a_gain 


pp 


is  returningvAn'weather  haith  stormy  an'  snell , Gin  ye  will  come  back  agaii^Robin,!1!! 


feed  you  wi' moolins  mysel.    Oh!  where  arc  you going,sweet  RohinfWhat  maksyon  sae 

*  . — 31 


proud  an'sac  sliy,?  I  ance  saw  the  day,lit_tle  Robin  ,  My  friendship  ye  did_na  dc_ny. 

 •  g  ■  i  a — .—  


Wirii  Simmer  comes  in ,  little  Robin 

Forgets  a'  his  friends  an'  his  care; 
Awa  to  the  fields  flies  sweet  Robin, 

To  wander  the  groves  here  an' there, 
Tho'ye  be  my  debtor,  fanse  burdic, 

On  yon  I  shall  never  lay  blame, 
For  I've  had  as  dear  friends  as  Robin, 

Wba  aften  has  serv'd  me  the  same. 
Dh!  where,  . 


I  ance  had  a  lover  like  Robin, 

"Wha  lang  for  my  hand  did  implore; 
At  length  he  took  f I ighf,jnst  like  Robin, 

And  him  I  ne'er  saw  any  more. 
But  shonld  the  stern  blast  o' misfortune 

Rctnrn  him,as  winter  brings  thee; 
Tlio'  slighted  by  baifh,little  Robin, 

Yet  I  baifh  your  fau'ts  can  forgie. 
Oh!  where*  «c. 


FA R E WE LLj'tHOV  S  77? EA 1  HA T  H  IJVDfJTG  FLOh  V , 


wm 


round     E—li  —  za's      dwell  _  ihg;       O       mom'  _  ry|    spare      the     cru  el 


i 


throes    "With  _  in     this     bo  _  som      swell  _  ing.       Con  _  ri^inn'l    to     drag-  a 


1 


hope  _  less    chain,    An'l  yet     in      se  _  cret       lan  —  guish,      To  feel 


4*4 


fire     in      ev' _  ry     vein,    Nor       dare     dis  _  close      my       an  _  g  ui-.li 


Si 


LoveS  veriest  wretch,  unseen,  unknown, 

I  fain  my  griefs   would  cover: 
The  bursting  sigh,  th'unweeting  groan, 

Betray  the  hapless  lover. 
1  know   thou  dnom'st   me  to  despair, 

Nor  wilt,  nor  canst  relieve  me: 
But  oh!  Eliza,  hear  one  prayer^ 

For  pitv\  sake,  forgive  me  J 


The  music  of  thy  voice  I  heal  I, 

Nor  wist  while  it  emslanrV  m.  ; 
I  saw  thine  eyes,  yet  nothing  Ic  ar'd 

'Till  ft  ars  n. >  innri  dad  saxxl  inc: 
Tli' unwary  sailor  thus  ag  hast, 

The  wheeling  torrent  viewing, 
'Mid   circling  torrents  sinks,  at  last. 

In  overwhelming  ruin. 
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AS  I   ST'OOD   BY*   YON   ROOFLESS  LOWER. 
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"Where  tlie 


how   _  let     mourns      in  her 


fafl    \    -    f  |  "I  :  .r    j     J  I  J, 


i  _  iv     bowerj       And      tells      the      mid  _  night      moon     her  rnrp 


The  winds  were  laid,  the  air  was  still, 
The  stars  they  shot  alang  the  sky; 

The  tod  was  howling'  on  the  hill  , 

And  the  distant  echoing  glens  reply. 

The  Inirn  ,  adown  it's  hazelly  path, 
"Was  rushing'  by  the  ruin'd  wa' 

Hasting  to  join  the  sweeping  Nith, 

"Whasc  roarings  seem'd  to  rise  and  fa'. 

The  caxrld  blae  north  "was  streaming  forth 
Her  lights,  wi'  liissing,  eerie  din; 

Athorf  the  lilt  they  start  and  shift, 
Like  FV>rttme%  favors,  tint  as  win. 


Now,  looking  over  firth  and  fauld, 

Her  horn  the  pale—  fae'd  Oj  nf  hia  rear'd  , 

When,lo.!  in  form  of  Minstrel  aiild, 

A  stern  and  stalwart  ghaist  a|ipcar'd, 

And  frae  his  harp  sic  strains  did  flow, 

Might  rotis'd  the  slumheringdead  to  hear; 

Btit,oh!  it  was.  a  tale  of  woe; 
As  ever  met  a  Briton's  ear. 

He  sang,  wi'  joy,  his  firmer  day; 

He  weeping  wail'd  his  latter  times; 
Bnt  what  he  said, it  was  nae  play, 

I  winna  vcnfnr't  in  my  rhymes. 


UP  AND   WARN  A\  WILLIE, 


Up  and   warn    a',  Wil  _lie,  Warn,  warn      a';    To   bear     my    C«l  -  '> 


High —land  sang  Kc_latr  the  thing  f  saw,  Avilji'  .  When    we  gaed 
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braes  <>'    Mar,    And  to    the  wea_pon_shaw,  Wil  —  lie,  Wi'   true     dc  _  sign  f< 


serve  tlie  kingAnd  banish  whigs   a_wa,  Wil_lie.   Up     and     -warn     a',   Wil  _  lie, 


Warn,  warn  a1;  For  Lords  and  Lairds  were  there  bed  een,  And  vow  but  fhcywerc  hraw. Willi 


lic^ver 


But  brave  Glcngary  on  our  right, 

The  rebels  left  did  claw,  "Willie  ; 
He  there  the  greatest  slaughter  made, 
That  ever  Donald  saw,  "Willie  . 
Up  and  warn  a',  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a% 
And  Whittam  furn'd  him  round  for  fear, 
And  fast  did  rin  awa, Willie, 

Fur  lie  ca'd  us  a  Highland   m<  h, 

And  soon  bed  slay  us  ,\\  Willie; 
But  we  ehasd  him  bark  to  Stirling  brig, 
Dragoons, ,,nd  foot,  and  ..^  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a',  Willi'  , 
Warn,  warn  a', 
At  length  we  rallied  on  a  hill 

And  briskly  up  did  draw  ,  Willie  . 

But  when  Argyh  did  \  i<  \\  our  lint, 

And  them  in  order  saw,  Willie, 
He  streighf  gaed  to  Dumhlanc  again, 
Ami  back  bis  left  did  draw,Willi<  . 
Up  and  warn  a',  Willie, 
Wart.,  warn  a% 
Then  we  to  Auchtcrairdcr  march'd, 
To  w^it  a  better  fa',  Willie. 


But  when  the  standard  was  set  up, 

Right  fierce  the  wind  did  blaw,  Willie; 
The  royal  nit  upon  the  tap 

Down  to  (he  ground  did  fa',  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a',  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a', 
Then  second-eight ed  Sandy  said, 
We'd  d  o  nae  gride  at  a',  Willie. 

But  when  flic  army  joined  at  Perth, 

The  bravest  e'er  ye  saw,  Willie, 
Wc  ilidna  doubt  the  rogues  to  rout, 
Restore  anr  king,  an'  a^  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a',  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a% 
The  pipers  play'd  frae  right  to  left 
O  whirr)-  whigs  awa,  Willie. 

Knt  when 'we  march d  to  Sherra— mtrir. 

And  tin  re  the  rebels  saw  ,  Willie; 
Brave  Argyle  attack  d  our  right} 

Ottr  flank,  and  front,  and  a}  Willie. 
Up  and  WTtrn  a',  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a^ 
Traitor  Huntly  soon  gave  w*ay, 

Seaforfh,  St  Clair,  and  a',  Willie. 


Vow  if  ye  spit  r  wha  wan  the  day, 

l\ e  tell'd  you  what  1  saw  ,  Willie; 
W<    baith  did  fight,  an<l  baith  did  beat, 
And  baith  did  rin  awa,  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a',  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a^ 
For  Second— sighted  Sandy  said, 

We'd  do   nae  glide    at  a',  Willie. 


tHERE'LL  JfErEJt  BE  PEACE   T'lLL  9AM  IE  COMES  HAME, 
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_   vcr        be        peace       'till         Ja    _    mie         Comes  hame 


"The  Church  is  in  ruins,  the  State  is  in  jars , 
Delusions,  oppressions,  and  murderous  wars' 
We  dare  na  wcel  sayt  ,  hut  we  ken  whirs  to  blame 5 
There'll  neVer  be  peace  till  Jamie    comes  hame. 

"My  seven  hraw  sons   for  Jamie  drew  sword, 
And  now  I  greet  round  their  gfrecrt  beds  in  thcyird} 
It  brak  the  sweet  heart  of  my  faithfu'  auld  dame; 
There'll  never  he  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame. 


Now-  life  is  a  burden   that  bowt   me  down, 

Sin  1  tint   my  bairns,  and  he  tint  his  crown; 

But  till  my  last   moments   my  words  arc  the  same, 

There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame." 


4  .  •  -  U*  ■  *—   9 

w  a\  < When  pc  a(  e  and  love  pos_sess  the  grove,  An<i  e_  oho  sleeps  ■with—in  if*-  (mvc; 
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Lied  hy  love's  soft  en_dear_ing- charms,  I  stray  the  path— less  wind  _ing  v ale  ,  And 


4Hf  r  1  ^ 


hail   the  hour  that  gives  to  me    The  lovc_ly  maid  of  Or_ma_dale 


Her  eyes  outshine  the  star  of  night, 

Her  cheeks  the  morning's  rosy  hue, 
And  pure  as  (lower  in  summer  shade, 

Low  bending  in  the  pearly  dew: 
Nor  flower  so  fair  and  lovely  pure, 

Shall  fate's  dark  wintry  winds  assail; 
As  angel  smile  she  aye  will  he 

Dear  to  the  bowers  of  Ormadale. 

I  jet  fortune  soothe  the  heart  ni  care, 

And  wealth  to  all  its  votaries  give; 
Be  mine  the  rosy  smile  of  love, 

And  in  its  blissf  ul  arms  to  live  : 
I  would  resign  fair  India's  wealth, 

And  sweet  Arabia's  spicy  gale, 
For  balmy  eve  and  Scotian  bower, 

"With  thee,  lov'd  maid  of  Ormadale. 
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.MARCH,  A. VI)   r)„V   HV  CHARLIE. 


|,  rightly- 
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I  ve  heard  the  mnircock's  early  craw,  I  ve  seen  the  morning's  ro_sy  daw,  Hut 


i 


this    is  bWth_est  o'  them    a'.    To    march  a  -waw  i '      Char  _  lie.  Otrr 


Scot  _tish   flag-s  like  streamers  wave,  It's  Charlie's  sel  that  leads   the  lirave;  "Wha 
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There's   n<:   a  traitor    in    his  Clan, 
There's   no  a   heart,   there's   no  a  han', 
But    when    the    note    o'  weir   is  hlawn, 

"Will  start,  an'  on  wi'  Charlie. 
It's   wha   danr   now  on    Charlie  frown, 
Or  tread   out  northern    thistle  down, 
For  Scotland's  right,  an'  Scotland's  Crown, 

We'll   owre  the  hills   wi'  Charlie. 


LEADER    HAUGHS  AND   VA RROJi". 


r  r  "lir n  n\r^i 


An'   house    there  stands  on  L,ead_f  r  side,  Sur_mounf_in' my    de  _ 
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scrivin,  Wi' rooms  sae  rare,  and  win_dows  fair,  Sac  ( u_ rious  — ly  con  — tain  —  ing. 


Men  pass— ing  by  do  af_fen  cry,    In     sooth     it    has     nac     mar  —  row,  It 
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A    mile  below,  wha  lists  to  ride, 

Will  hear  the  mavis  singing1, 
Into  St  Leonard's    banks  shell  bide, 

Sweet  birks  ber  bead  oer—  hinging; 
The  lintwhitc   loud,  and   jirogne  proud, 

Wi'  tuncf u'  throats    and  marrow, 
Unto  St  Leonard's    banks  they  sing, 

As  sweetly  as   in  Yarrow. 


For  Rockwood,  Ringwood,  Spotty,  Shag, 

Wi'  sight    and   scent  pursue  her, 
Till,  ah!   ber  pith     begins  to  flag, 

Nac  cunnia   can    rescue  her: 
O'er  dub  and    dyke,  o'er  seugh  and  syke. 

She'll   rin,  the  fields   a1  thorough, 
Till  fail'd,  she  fa's  in    Leader— haughs, 

And  bids   tarewcel  to  Yarrow. 


The  Burnmill  Bog,  and  Whiteslade  shaws, 

The  fcarfu'  hare   she  hauntcth; 
Brighauyh  and   Braid woodshiel  she  knaws, 

And  Chapel— wood  •  frequentetb; 
Yet  when   she    irks,  to  Kaidsly  birks. 

She  rins,  and  sighs   for  sorrow, 
That  she  should   leave  sweet    Leader  haughs. 

And  canna  win  to  Yarrow. 


Sing  Krlington    and    Co  wdenknows, 

Whare  Homes  had  ance  command  in. 
And  Drygrangc    wi'  the    milk  white  ews, 

Twixt    Twceil    and    Leader  standing 
Tlie  Burds  that   flee  thro'    Redpath  trees, 

And  G-ledswad  banks  ilk  morrow, 
May  chant  and  sing  sweet  Leader— haugh  i 

And    bonny    howms   o'  Yarrow. 


What   sweeter  music  wad  ye  hear, 

Than  hounds  and   beigles  cryin? 
The  starter!    hare  rins    hard    wi'  fear, 

Upon    her  spied  relying; 
Puir   beast,  her  strength   it  gaes   at  length, 

Nae  bieldin  can  she  borrow 
In   Sorrel's   fields,  Cleekman  or  Ha^s 

And  langs  to  be  in  Yarrow. 


But   Minstrel —born  can    ne'er  assuage 
His  griti    while  life  endirreth, 

To   see-    the   changes   o'  this    age,  • 
That  fleeting  time  procureth: 

For   mony  a   place   stands   in    hard  me, 
Whan     blyth    fowk    kend     nae  sorrow, 

Wi'  Homes   that    dwalt   on  Leader-side, 
And    Scott  S   that    dwalt    on  Yarrow. 


SILEJ^f  AJTD    SAD   THE  MfJVSTREL  SAt. 
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O  si_lcnt  and  sad  flie  min_strcl  sat.  And  thought  on    the   days  of 
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yore  5  He  was  old,yet  lie  lov'd  his  na_tive  land,  Tho'  his  harji  could  charm  no  more. 
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The  winds  of  hea_ven  died     a_way,  And  the  moon  in   the  val_ley  slept, 


The 


T 

min_strel    lean'd  on  his  old_en  harp,   And  o'er  its    strains    he  wept. 


In  youth  he  had  stood  by  the  Wallace  side, 

And  sung'  in  King-  Robert's  hall, 
When  Edward  vow'd  with  his  English  host 

Scotland  to  hold  in  thrall  . 
But  the  Wallace  wig-ht  was  dead  and  gone, 

And  Robert  was  on  his  death— bed, 
And  dark  was  the  hall  where  the  minstrel  sung 

Ol  chiefs  that  for  Scotia  bled . 

But  olt,   ts  twilight  stole  o'er  die  steep, 
And  the  woods  of  his  native  vale, 

Would  the  minstrel  wake  his  harp  to  weep, 
And  sigh  to  the  mountain  gall. 
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HE  S    LIFELESS  AMAJTG  'I  HE  RUDE  BILLOWS. 


— 1*»  1 

 1 — 

.   I    .  t|-. 

1  h  

1 — 

•J 

He's 

iir 

 J — J- 

2  _lcss     .1  . 

-j — d- 

_  mar 

g    the  rude- 
 0  

— 0- 

hil 

^Imvs,      My  te 

—  ■  4 

■      -J-  - 

rrs    and  m 

— 

y 

m 

 J — 1—^  

sighs    are    in  vain;     The    heart      that     heat  w  arm  for     his       Jean  _  ie ,  Will 
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ne'er    heat    for     mor_tal     a  _  gain  ■  My      lane       now       I         am       i'  the 


mm 


warld;    And     the    day— light     is    griev  _  cms     to    me;       Tlie      lad  _  die  thai 
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lo'cd    me     sae     dear_ly,      Lies    carrld     in     the     deeps  th<      s<  .,  . 


Ye  tempests,  sae  hoistYouslv  raging, 

Rage  on  as  ye   list  _  or  he  still  _ 
This  heart  ye  sae  alten    hae  sickened, 

Is   pac   mair    the    sport   o'  jin  will. 
Now   heartless,  I    hope   not          I   fear  not   

High  Heaven    hae  pity  on  me  ! 
My  sonl  all  dismayed  and  distracted. 

Yet  hends  to  thy  aw  In  I  decree! 


LAMMIKlsH*. 


A    bet_tcr    ma_son    than  Lam_mi_kh 

■■):,., -i  ,        .    .          1  =j 

i     Ne'er  builde 

d  wi'  the 

stane;    He    build  —  ed    Karl     Ro— bert's    house,  But  wa_ges   he  gat  nane.'Com 
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gie    to    me,  Earl    Ro_  bert,  now,     Come     gie     to     me     my     hyre;  Come 


gie    to    me,  F.arl    Ro_bert,  now,    Or    I'll    burn  your   house  wi'  fyre. 


'Sen  ze    winnae  gie  my  wages,  Lord  , 

Ze  sail    hae   cause  to  rnc.' 
And   syne  he  brewed  a,  black  revenge, 
And   syne  he  yow'd  a  vow. 

********** 

'Now  bide    at  hame,  my  luve,   my  life, 

I   w.irdc  ye  bide  at  hame* 
O  g'ang'  nae  to    this  day's  hunting, 
To   leave   me  a'  my  lane"' 

"Zesfreene,    zestreene,   I  dream'f  my  bower 
O'  red   red   blude  was  fu': 
Gin  ye  gang  to  this  black  hunting, 
I  sail  hae  cause  to  rue'.' 
'Quha  luiks  to  dreams,  my  winsome  dame? 
Xc  hae  nae  cause  to  fearc. 
And  sync  he's   kist   her  Cornel}  cheek, 
And   syne  the  starting  fear; 
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And   syne  he's  ^ane  to   rbe  g"id  greenwoode, 

And  she  to  her  painted  bower, 
And  she's  gard  steek  doors  ,  windows  ,  yetts  , 

Of  castelle,ha',  and  tower . 
They  steeked  doors,  they  steeked  yetts, 

Close  to  the  cheek  and  chin; 
They  steeked  them  a'  but  a  little  wicket, 

And  Lammikin  crap  in  . 

"Now  quharis  the  Ladye  o'  this  castelle, 

Nurse  tell  to  Lammikin  ?" 
'She's  sewing  tip  intill  her  bowir;' 

The  fals   Nursie  sung. 
Lammikin  nipped  the  bonnie  babe, 

Qxihile  lotrd  fals  Nursie  sung; 
Lammikin  nipped  the  bonnie  babe, 

Quhile  hich  the  red  blude  sprung. 

"O  gentil  Nursie!  please  my  bairn, 

O  please  him  wi'  the  keys'.' 
'  He'll  no  be  pleased,  gay  ladye  , 

Grin  I'd  sit  on  my  knees." 
tkGude  gentil  Nursie,  please  my  babe; 

O  please  him  wi'  a  knife." 
'  He  winna  be  pleased,  mistress  myne, 

Gin  I  wad  lay  down  my  life.' 

"Sweet  Nursie,  loud,  loud  cries  my  bairn, 

O  please  him  wi'  a  bell!' 
*  He  winna  be  pleased,  gay  ladye, 

Till  ye  cum  down  yourscl  .' 
And  qtthen  she  saw  the  red,  red  blude, 

A  loud  scrich  seriched  she, 
"O  monster,  monster  spare  my  bairn, 

Wha  never  skaithed  fhco; 

"O  spare,  gif  in  yere  bluidy  briesf  , 
Albergs  not  heart  o'  stane  ! 

0  spare!  and  ye  sail  hae  o>  gowd 

Quhat  ze  can  carrie  hamej' 
Dame, I  want  not  your  jfow<  1}    he  said; 
'  Dame, I  want  not  your  fee; 

1  hae  been  wranged  by  your  Lord  , 

Ze  sail  black  vengeance  drie.' 

Earl    Robert   he  came  hame  at  night, 

And  a'  was  dark  around; 
But  when  he  came  to  his  castelle, 

Owre  mick  I"  light  he  Found. 
O  lang,  lang,  may  Earl    Robert  rue, 

He  paid  nae  masons  hyrc, 
Ladye    and  Heir    he  saw  nae  mair, 

His  castelle  rockil  wi'  fyre . 
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ZOHJTJW  COPE 
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Sir  John  Cope  trodc  tlic  north  right  far,  Yet  ne'er  a  re.l>el  he  camcnaur,  Un_ 
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He  t\r<  (e  a  challenge  from  Dunbar, 
Cojne  'ight  me,Charlic,an  ye  daur; 
I  ;  it  be  not  by  the  chance  of  war, 
111  give  you  a  merry  morning? 
Hey,  Johnny  Cope,  &c. 

Wh<  n  Charlie  look'd  the  letter  upon, 
Mr  drew  his  sword  the  scabbard  from, 
So  Heaven  restore  me  to  my  own, 

"I'll  meet  you,  Cope,  in  the  morning?' 
Hey,  Johnny  Cope,  Arc. 

h  was  upon  an  afternoon, 

Sir  Johnny  march'd  to  Preston  town, 

H<- says, 'my  lads  'come  lean  you  down, 

And  wra?ll  light  the  boys  in  the  morning.' 
Hey,  Johnny  Cope,  &c 

But  when  he  saw  the  Highland  lads, 
Wi'  tartan  trews  and  white  coekads, 
Wi' swords, and  guns, and  rungs, and  gauds, 
O  Johnny,  be  took  wing  in  the  morning. 
Hey,  Johnny  Cope.,  Ac. 


O  then  he  flew  into  Dunbar, 
Crying  for  a  man  of  war; 
He  thought  to  have  pass'd  for  a  rustic  tar, 
And  gotten  awa  in  the  morning. 
H<y,  Johnny  Cope,  &c. 

Sir  Johnny  into  Berwick  rade, 
Just  as  the  deil  had  been  his  guide, 
Gien  him  the  warld  he  would  na  stay'd 
To  foughten  the  boys  in  the  morning. 
Hey,  Johnny  Cope,  &c. 

Says  the  Bcrwiokcrs  unto  Sir  John, 
"O  what's  become  of  all  your  men 
'in  faith* says  he,*!  dinna  ken, 

I  left  them  a'  this  morning! 
Hey,  Jhluiny  Cope,  Ac. 

Says  Lord  Mark  Car,"ye   arc  na  blate, 
To  bring  us  the  news  o' your  defeat, 
I  think  you  deserve  the  back  o'  the  gate; 
G-ct  out  o*  my  sight  this  morning'' 
Hey,  Johnny  Cope,  &c. 


IHE   WARS    OF   SCO!  LAND 
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When   I    left    flicc,  bon_nic  Scotland,   O  thou  \scrt   (air  to  sec 


i 


Fresh   as    a    l>on_nie    bride  in    the    mom,    When    she     maun  wed  _  (led  he. 


0  P 


•  • 


m 


r 

Wlien   I   came   back   to   thee   Scot_land,   Up —on     a     May    morn       T.cir,  A 


i 


hon_nie    hiss    sat     at    our  town    end,    Kam_in«'    her    yel  _  low  hair. 


"Oh  hey!  oli  hey!"  sung-  tlie  honnic  lass, 
"Oh  hey!  and  wao  is  me! 
There's  siccan  sorrow  in  Scotland, 

As  een  did  never  set  . 
Oh  hey     oh  hey,  for  my  lather  auld  ! 

Oh  hey,  lor  my  outlier  dear! 
Ami  my  heart  will  burst  for  the  honnic  lad 
"Wha  left  me  lanesome  here?' 


1  wander  a1  night  'manor  the    lands    |  ow  n'd  , 

When   a'  folk  art  aslec|>» 
And   I  lie  o'er  my  father  and  mithci's  yra\e. 
An  hour  or  tw  ,i  t<i  wee]) . 

0  fatherless  and  mithcrlcss, 

Without   a  ha'  or  h.uiie, 

1  maun  wander  through  n i\   dear  Scotland, 

And   hide  a   traitor's  blame  a 


9H 


WEE   WILLIE  GRAY 


\A\  ely 


H\\\   t   J    \\l\\M    \     J:  J 


Wee  Willie  Gray,  anr!  his  lcath— er  waUletj    P<el    a  wil—low   wand,  to 


i  r  i'  'J-  r 


4-  I'  f 


« — 


iP 


be  him  boots  and    jack  et}     "Die    rose  iip_on    1lio  brier  will    be  bim  (muse  and 


r 

doub_let,  Tlie    rose   np_on     tlie    brier    will     be    him    trouse  and  doub_let. 


Wee  "Willie  Gray,  and  his  leather  wallet,' 
Twice  a  lily— flower  will  be  him   sark  and  cravat} 
Feathers   of   a    flee  wad    feather  up   his  bonnet, 
Feathers  of  a   flee  wad   feather  up  his  bonnet. 


The  covenanters'  Tomb. 


est  _ward   rtrett h  _ tag  blue,  That    frontier    ridg*,»which  erst    de-fled.  Th'ta. 
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4i  gum  j  j  i  rj  r 


va  _  der's    march,    lh*  "p  _  press  _  sor's    pride.         The     blood  _y     field,  for 


i 


ulh  1 1  n  Q  j  r,  m 


ma  —  ny    an     ag'e,   Of   ri_val    na  _  fions'  wastc_ful      rage;        In       lat  _  tei 


is 


times      a    re_fuge    giv'n,     To     cx_iles     in     tlie     cause      of      hca\'ii  , 


Far  inland,  -where  the  mountain  crest 
O'erlooks  the  waters  of  the  west, 
And  'midst  the  moorland  wilderness, 
Dark  moss—cheughs  form  a  drear  recess  i 
Curtain' I  with  ceaseless  mist s,which  feed 
Tlie  Sources  of  the  Clyde  and  Tweed; 
There  injured  Scotland's  patriot  hand, 
For  Faith  and  Freedom  made  their  stand; 

When  traitor  king's,  who  basely  sold 
Their  country's  fame  for  Gallic  gold, 
Too  abject  oVr  the  free  to  reign, 

Warn'd  by  a  lather's  fate  in  vain   

In  bigot   fury  trampled  down' 

The  race  who  oft  preserved  their  crown  _ 

There,w  orthy  of  his  masters,  came 

The  despots'  c  ham|>ion  ,  bloody  Graham. 


The  human  bloodhounds  of  the  earth, 
To  hunt  the  peasant  from  his  hearth! 
Tyrants!  could  not  misfortune  teach, 
That  man  has  rights  beyond  your  reach  ? 
Thought  ye  the  torture, and  the  stake, 
Could  that  intrepid  spirit  break; 
Which  even  in  woman's  breast  withstood 
The  terrors  of  the  fire  and  flood? 

Yes   .though  the  sceptics  tongue  Heride 

Those  martjrs  who, lor  conscience  died; 
Though  modish  history  blight  their  fame, 
And  sneering  courtiers  hoot  the  name 
Of  men, who  dared  alone  be  free 

Amielst-  a  nation's  slavery,   

Yet  long  for  them  the  poet's  lyre 
Shall  wake-  its  notes  of  heavenly  fire. 


Their  names  shall  nerve  the  patriot's  hand, 

Cpraised  to  save  a  sinking  land! 

And  piety  shall  learn  to  burn 

With  holier  transports  o'er  their  urn  ! 

Scqucstcr'el  haunts.'  so  still     -so  fair, 

That  holy  Faith  miyht  worship  there,   

The  shafcjy  v  g' rs<    and  brown  heath  wave 

f/cl  m.m  .i  namtlcfc*  warrior'*  grave. 
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LEE  Z  IF.  LINDSAY. 


I  Pi  I  1 


T 


PPP 


Will  yc  gang   to  the   Hie_lands,  Lee  _zie    Lind_say?    Will  ye 


fl|  J  M 


 «- 


! 


1  t  1  1 

ang     to    t lie     Hie  _  lands     wi'    me?       Will        ye  R^fi  to 


I  hn  1  liN 


1r 


Hie  _  lands,    Lee_zie   Lind_say?   My    pride   »n<f    rny    dar_ling   to  be 


O  je  are  the  bonniest  maiden, 

The  flower  o'  the  west  cotmtrie; 

O  gang  to  the  Highlands,  Leezie  Lindsay, 
My  pride  and  my  darling"  to  be. 


Ive  goud  an1  Ive  gear,  Leezie  Lindsay, 
And  ■»•  heart  that  lo'es  only  but  thee; 

They  a'  shall  be  thine,  Leezie  Lindsay, 
Gin  ye  piy  lov'd  darling  will  be. 


She  has  gotten  a   gown  o'  green  Satin, 
And  a  bonny  Wythe  bride  is  she, 

And  she's   aff  wi?  Lord  Ronald  Mar  Donald, 
His  pride  and  his  darling  to  bo. 


LEEZIE  LINDSAY. 


When  sung-  by  2  Voices. 


"Will><   gang  to  the  HieIands,Leezie  Lindsay?  'Oh, Leezie, lass, ye  maun  ken  little, 

*Willj<    gang  to  the  Hielands  wi'  me.''  Syn  ye  dinna  ken  me, 

Willje  gang  to  the  Hiclands,Leezie  Lindsayf  For  1  am  Lord   Ronald  Mar  Donald, 
'Mv  pride  and  my  darling  to  be?  A  Chieftain  o' high  degree  .' 


kTo  gang  to  the  Hielands  wi*  you,  Sir, 
f  dinna  k<n  now    that  maybe, 

F<  .r  1  km  nac  tin    road  I  am  gaeino-, 
V  i  \<t  uli,i  I'm  g-ann  wi\' 


f0h«ifyeY«    the  Laird  o»  Mar  Donald, 

A  great  »ne  1  krn  ye  mann  be; 
But  how  ran  a  chieftain  sae  mighty 
Tliink  o'  a  pnir  lassie  like  me," 


She  has  gotten  a  gown   o'  green  Satin, 
She  has  kilted  it  up  to  her  knee, 

And  she's   aff  wi'  Lord  Ronald  Mar  Donald, 
His  bride  and  his  d.irling  to  be. 


STE  EPHO.Y  A  JVD  L  \  1)1.4. 
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All    love_  ly     on     the    sul_try      beach,     Ex  _  j>ir  —  in<^ 


nf  UN  nr  i 


i  1  a  • '  1 — n  ,n  "  r 

Sfre_phon    lay,     No      hand     the      cor_dial     dranghf     (o      reach,  Nr 


hear       the      g-loo      my     way.  Ill         f  a  _  —ted         youth!  no 


i  "  i  p 


Far  distant    from    tlie   mournful  scene 

Thy  parents  sit    at  ease, 
Tliy   T.ydia    rifles    all    the  plain, 

And    all    the    spring,     to  please. 
Til    fated  youth!    by   fault    of  friend, 

Not    force    of    foe,  dcprcssM, 
Thotr  fall'st,  alas!  thyself,  fhy  kind, 

Thy   country,  unredressed 
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(\Tl BBIE,1  HAE  SEE.Y  THE  DAT. 

Chof 


1 


O,  Tib_bie,   I  hac  seen  the  day,  Ye  wad- na  been  sac  shy;  For 


lack     o'    gfear    ye     light  _ly     mc;     But,     trowth,     I      care     na      by.  Ye. 


J  .  1  1  r  •  r 


f 

streen  I  met  yon    on  the    moor,     ^e    spak  na    bnt  g-aed  by  like   stoure;  Ye 


t 

creek  at  me  lie  _  cause  I'm  poor,  But  fient  a  hair  care  I.  ,  ^l?.*" 
*  '  tlit  Cho 


i 


I  doubt  na,  lass,  but  ye  may  think, 
Because  ye  hae   the   name   o'  clink, 
Thai  ye   can  please   me    at  ; 
Whene'er  ye   like    to  fry 
O  Tibbie,  I  hac,&e. 


wink , 


Bui   sorrow  tak  him  that's  sae  mean, 
Alfho*  his    pouch  o'   coin  were  clean, 
VNli.i    follows   ony   saucy  <|ucan 

That     looks     sae    proud    and  high, 
O  Tibbie,  I  hae,  &c  . 


Altho'  a    lad    were'  e'er  sae  smart, 
If   that  he   want   the   yellow  dirt, 
Ye'll   cast  your  head    anither   airt  , 
And    answer   him  fu'  dry  . 
O   Tibbie,  I  hae, fee. 

But  if  he   hae  the   name   o'  yet  , 
Ye'll   fasten  to    him  like  a  brier, 
Tho*  hardly  he,  for    sense  or  lear, 
Be  better    than    the  k\c. 
O   Tibbie,  I  hae,fe(  . 


But,  Tibbie,   lass,   tak    my  advice, 
Your  daddie's  gear   maks  you   sae  niee , 
The  deil  a    ane  wad   spier  your  price, 
Wi  re  y<    as  poor  .is   I  . 

 O   Ti bbie,    I   hae,  fee  .  


E  N  I)    OF    V  OKI'  M  E    S  E  C  O  N  I) 


\ 


